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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The demand for Illustrated Books for Presents 
has led the Publishers to suppose that a selec- 
tion from the Poems of Thomas Moore would 
be acceptable. 



Patirkoster Row, 

December^ 1857. 
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THE MEETINO OF THE WATERS. 
[lERE i« not in the wiilc n-orlH n vnllcy so Bwwt 
As tlint vale in whn.oe Ixisom |]io brigiit wntere mee 
Oh ! the lust rays nf fi-plinj; and life miial depnrt, 
Ei'e tlio bloom of timl v.illov simll fa<l<- from iiiv ]<e 



Yet it was not that Nature had shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of gi'een ; 
'Twas not her soft magic of sti*eamlet or hill, 
Oh ! no, — it was something moi*e exquisite still. 

'Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near, 
^^^l0 made every dear scene of enchantment more dear. 
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve, 
AMien we sc*e them reflected fi*om looks that we love. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 

AVhere the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease, 

And cmr hearts, like thy waters, l>e mingled in peace. 




THE SALE OF LOVES. 




DREAMT that, in the Paphian groves, 

My nets by moonlight laying, 
I caught a flight of wanton Loves, 
Among the rose-beds playing. 
Some just had left their silvVy shell, 

WTiile some were full in feather ; 
So pretty a lot of Loves to sell, 
WVre never yet strung together. 
Come buy my Loves, 
Come buy my Loves, 



Ye dames and rose-lipp'd misses ! — 

They 're new and bright, 

The cost is light, 
For the coin of this isle is kisses. 

First Cloris came, with looks sedate, 
Their coin on her lips was ready ; 
** I buy," quoth she, *' my Love by weight, 

Full grown, if you please, and steady." 
" Let mine be light," said Fanny, " pray — 

Such lasting toys undo one ; 
A light little Love that will last to-day, — 
To-morrow I '11 sport a new one." 
Come buy my Loves, 
Come buy my Loves, 
Ye dames and rose-lipp'd misses ! — 
There 's some will keep. 
Some light and cheap. 
At from ten to twenty kisses. 

The learned Prue took a pert young thing. 

To divert her virgin Muse with. 
And pluck sometimes a quill from his wing, 

To indite her billet-doux with. 
Poor Cloe would give for a well-fledged pair 

Her only eye, if you 'd ask it ; 
And Tabitha begg'd, old toothless fair, 

For the youngest Love in the basket. 
Come buy my Loves, &c. &c. 

But one was left, when Susan came. 

One worth them all together ; 
At sight of her dear looks of shame. 

He smiled, and piimed his feather. 



Slie wish'd the boy — 't was more thau 

Her looks, her ugha betray'cl it ; 

But kisaea were Dot enough for him— 

I ask'd a heart, and she paid it I 

Good-bye, my Lovea, 

Good-bye, my Loves, 
'T would make you smile to Ve seei 

Firat trade for this 

Sweet child of bliss, 
Aiiil then uurse the boy belweeu u: 




THE SHIELD. 



■AY, did you not hear a voio'e of death? 
And did you not mark the paly form 
\\1iich rode on the silvery mist of the heath. 

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 



Was it the wailing bird of the gloom, 

That shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 

Or a shiy'ring fiend that flew to a tomb, 

To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 

'Twas not the death-bii-d's cry from the wood. 
Nor shiv'ring fiend that hmig on the blast ; 

'T was the shade of Helderic — man of blood — 
It screams for the guilt of days that are past. 

Sec, how the red, red lightning strays, 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ! 

Now on the leafless yew it plays, 

Where hangs the shield of this sou of death. 

That shield is blushing with murd'rous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew's spray ; 
It is blown by storms and washed by rains, 

But neither can take the blood away ! 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field, 
Demons dance to the red moon's light ; 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 




LOVE'S YOUNO DItEAM. 

■ST 11 ! tbu Jays are gone, when Beauty briglit 
r^^w'A My heart's chain 

f ;a jlVVhen my difam of life, from mom till nigbt, 
^4'3r Was Im-e, NtiU love. 




New hope may bloom. 
And days may come, 
Of milder, calmer beam, 
But there's nothing half so sweet in life 

As love's young dream : 
No, there's nothing half so sweet in life 
As love's young dream. 

Though the bard to purer fame may soar, 

\Mien wild youth 's past ; 
Though he win the wise, who ft'owiiM l)ef<»re. 
To smile at last ; 
lie '11 never meet 
A joy so sweet, 
In all his noon of fame. 
As when first he sung to woman's ear 

His soul-felt flame, 
And at every close, she blush'd to hear 
The one-loved name. 

Xo, — that hallow'd form is ne'er forgot 

Wliich first love traced ; 
Still it lingering haunts the greenest si>ot 
On memorv's waste. 
'Twa.s odour fled 
As 9Ayo\\ as slied ; 
'Twas morning's winged dream ; 
'Twas a light, that ne'er can shine again 

On life's dull stream : 
Oh ! 'twas light that ne'er can shine again 
On life's dull stream. 



TO . 

• RVEE mind how the pedagogue proses. 
You ivnnt not nntiqiiitj's stamp ; 
A lip, that Buch fragrance discloses. 
Oh! never should smell of tlie lam)>. 

Old Cloe, whose withering kiss 

Ilftth long act the Loves at defiance, 

Now, done with the aciencc of bliss, 
May take to the blisses of science. 

IJut for i/oK to be buried iu books — 

All, Faunj, tliey're pitiful sages. 
Who could not iu one of your looks 

Uead more than in millions of [iat>;eK. 

Aatronomj finds in thoBC eyes 

Better light than she studies aWvo ; 

And Music would bonxiw your si^hs 
Ah ihe melody fittest for love. 

Your Aritlmietic only can trip 

If to count your uvvti ehamis yon endeavour : 
And Eloquence glows on your lip 

llTien you swciir, that you'll love me for evei 

Thus you see, what a brilliant alliaiice 
Of arts is assembled in you ; — 



9 



And, oh ! — if a Fellow like mo 
May eoDfer a diploma of heaits, 

With mv lip thus I seal yom* degi^e, 
Mv divine little Mistress of Arts ! 




I FOUND HER NOT. 




FOUND her not — ^the chamber seemM 
Like some divinely hamited plaee, 

Where fairy forms had lately beamed, 
And left behind their odorous trace I 

It felt, as if her lips had shed 
A sigh around her, ere she fled, 
WTiich hung, as on a melting lute, 
When all the silver chords are mute, 
There Ungers still a trembling breatli 
jVfter the note's luxurious death, 
A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been thei-e. 

I saw the veil, which, all the day. 
Had floated o'er her cheek of rose ; 

I saw the couch, where late she lay 
In languor of divine repose ; 

o 
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And I could trace the hallow'd print 
Her limbs had left, as pure and warm 

As if 'twere done in rapture's mint, 

And Love himself had stamp'd the form. 

Oh my sweet mistress, where wert thou? 

In pitv flv not thus from me ; 
Tliou art my life, my essence now, 

And my soid dies of wanting thee. 





LOVE AND REASON. 

" Quand rhoninie commence k raisonner, il cease de tentir." 

J. J. R0V8BEAV. 



WAS in tlie summer time so sweet. 

When hearts and flowers are both in season, 
That — who, of all the world, should meet, 
One early dawn, but Love and Reason. 



Love told his dream of yesternight, 

While Reason talk'd about the weather ; 

The morn, in sooth, was fair and bright. 
And on they took their way together. 

The boy in many a gambol flew, 
AMiile Reason, like a Juno, stalk'd, 

And from her portly figure threw 
A lengthen'd shadow, as she walkM. 
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Xo wonder IjOvo, qja on they pa-ssM, 
Should find that sunny morning chilly 

For 8till the shadow Keason cast 

Fell o'er the boy, and eool'd him still. 

In vaiu he tried his wings to warm, 

Or find a pathway not so dim, 
For still the maid's gigantic form 

Would stalk between the sun and him. 

" This must not be," said little Love — 
" The sun was made for more than you." 

So, turning through a myrtle grove, 
lie bid the poilly nymph adieu. 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 

O'er many a mead, by many a stream ; 

In every breeze inhaling joy. 
And drinking bliss in every beam. 

From all the gardens, all the bowers, 
He cull'd the many sweets they shaded. 

And ate the fruits and smell'd the flowoi^, 
Till taste was gone and odour fa<led. 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 
Look'd blazing o'er the sultry plains ; 

Alas ! the boy grew languid soon. 

And fever thrill'd thi-ough all his veins. 

The dew forsook his baby brow, 

No more with hcaltliy bloom he smiled — 
Oh ! where was tranquil Season now. 

To east her shadow o'er the child ? 
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Dt'neotli a gtwn and ngod r*!'"' 

His foot at length for shelter turning. 

He saw the n^rmph reclining calm. 
With hrow an fool as hie was burning. 



" Oh ! take me to that boaom cold," 
In luunnurs at Jier feet he said ; 

And Benson oped her garment's fold, 
And flung it round his fevered head. 



He felt her bosom's icy touch, 

And BOon it luH'd his pulse to rest ; 

For, all ! the chill was quite too much, 
And Love eijnred on itcason'a btcaat 1 





I SAW FROM THE BEACH. 




SAW from the beach, when the morning was shining;, 
A bark o'er the waters mote glorioiwly on ; 

I' when the sun o'or that bench was declining;. 
The hark was still ihere, hut the wafcpK were gone. 
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And such is tlie fate of our life's early pix)mise, 
So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known ; 

Each wave^ that wc danced on at morning, ebbs from us, 
And leaves ua, at eve, on the bleak shore alone. 

Ne'er tell me of glories, serenely adorning 

The close of our day, the calm eve of our night ; — 

Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening's best light. 

Oh, who would not welcome that moment's returning, 
When passion first waked a new life through his frame. 

And his soul, like the wood, that grows precious in burning. 
Gave out all its sweets to love's exquisite flame ! 




TO THE FLYING FISH. 




HEN I have seen thy snow-white wing 
From the blue wave at evening spring, 
And show those scales of silvery whit«, 
So gaily to the eye of light, 

As if thy fmme were form'd to rise. 

And live amid the glorious skies ; 
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Oh ! it has made me proudly feel, 
How like thj wing's impatient zeal 
Is the pure soul, that rests not^ pent 
Within this world's gross element, 
But takes the wing that God has given, 
And rises into light and heaven ! 

But, when I see that wing, so bright, 
Grow languid with a moment's flight. 
Attempt the paths of air in vain, 
And sink into the waves again ; 
Alas ! the flattering pride is o'er ; 
Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, 
But erring man must blush to think, 
Like thee, again the soul may sink. 

Oh Virtue ! when thy clime I seek, 
Let not my spirit's flight be weak : 
Let me not, like this feeble tiling, 
Witli brine still dropping from its wing, 
Just sparkle in the solar glow 
And plunge again to depths below ; 
But, when I leave the grosser throng 
With whom my soul haUi dwelt so long, 
Let me, in that aspiring day, 
Cast every lingering stain away. 
And, panting for thy purer air. 
Fly up at once and fix me there. 



A BALLAD. 
THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP.' 



I HICY made lier a grave, too cold and dfliii]) 
Fi>r a Boul so warni aud true ; 
And slie'H gone Ui tlic Lake of the DIkiiiuI 

Swamp, 
WTierc, all night long, by a fire-% lamp. 
She paddles her white cniioe. 

•' Aud her firp-flv lamji I wioii shall mv, 
And liei' pnddle I snoti iihall hear : 
Long and loving our life sliall be. 
And I'll hide the maid in a cypress-tree. 
When the footstep uf death in near." 

Away to tltc Dismal Swamp lie Hpeeds — ■ 

llin path wn.s rugged and sore. 
Through tanglod juniper, beds of reeds, 
Tlu^ugh many ii fen, where the serpent fix'ds. 

And man never trod bcfiire. 



And, when on the earth he sunk to nIocji, 

If slumber his eyelids knew. 
He lay, where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 
The fte.sh with hliHtering dew ! 



And nenr him the she-wolf stirr'd the brake, 
And the copper-make breath'd in his eu-. 




Till he Bfni-tiiig cried, fi«m his dteani BwnltP, 
" Oh ! when «hnll 1 sec ihe duskv Lnkc. 

And the white canoe uf my Jcnr?" 



18 



He saw die Lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick over its surface play'd — 
" Welcome," he said, " my dear one's light ! " 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a night. 

The name of the death -cold maid. 

Till he hollow'd a boat of the birchen bark, 

"WTiich carried him off from shore ; 
Far, far he foUow'd the meteor spark, 
The wind was high and the clouds were dark, 
And the boat returned no moi-e. 

But oft, from the Indian hunter's camp, 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen at the hour of midnight damp 
To cross the Lake by a fij-e-fly lamp, 

And paddle their white canoe I 




OH ! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 




H ! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade, 
WTiere cold and unhonour'd his relics are laid : 
Sad, silent, and dark be the tears that we shed. 
As the night-dew that falls on the grass o'er his head. 



But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it weeps, 
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps ; 
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls. 
Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 
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BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING 
YOUNG CHARMS. 

EILIEVE me, if all those endearing young charms, 
^\^lich I gaze on so fondly to-day, 
Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my 
arms, 

Like fairy-gifts fading away, 
Thou wouldst still be adored, as this moment thou art, 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will, 
And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart 
Would entwine itself verdantly still. 

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear, 
That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known. 

To which time will but make thee more dear ; 
Xo, the heart that has truly loved never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close, 
As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sete, 

The same look which she tuni'd when he rose. 





OH! THINK HOT MY SPIRITS ARE ALWAYS AS LIGHT. 

EI ! tliink not my spirits are always as light. 

And as fi'ce from n pang as tliuy sooni to jou now ; 
^or expect thai tlic hcart-beniiihig smile of lo-uiglit 
Will return wilh to-morrow to brighten my brow, 
^o: — life is a waste of weariiiome hours, 

Which eeldom the rose of enjoj-nicnt adorns ; 
And the heart that is soonest awalce to the flowers. 

Is always the first to be touch'd by the thonis. 
Mnt send rouuil the bowl, aiid be happy awhile — 

May we never meet woi'sse, in our pilgrimage hei-e, 

Than the tear that enjoyment may gild' wilh a smile. 

And tlic smile that conipassioD can turn to a tear. 

The thread of our life would be dark. Heaven knows ! 

If it were not with fi-iendship and love intertwined ; 
And I care not how soon I way sinji to repose, 

\Mien tliese blessiuga shall cease to be dear to my niiud. 
But they who have loved the fondest, tlic piu*at, 

Too often liovo wept o'er the dream they believed ; 
And the heart that has slumber'd in friendship seeuicst. 

Is happy indeed if 'twas never deceived. 
But send round the bowl ; while a relic of truth 

Is in man or in woman, this prayer slitJI he mine, — 
That the sunshine of love may illumine our youth. 

And the moonlight of friendship console our decline. 




HYMN OF A VIRGIN OF DKLPHI, 




II, }osf, for vvcT l<«t— no more 
Shall Vesper lij;ht oiii' ilcwv va\ 

Aliiri(t tl"' niekw of C'rir-sii's kIujit, 
Ti. livmii tlif Mill.' fiiv- i.f .luv 
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No moiv to Tonipe's distant vale 

In holy musings shall we roam. 
Through summer's glow and winter\s gale. 

To bear the mystic chaplets home. 
'Tw^as then my soul's expanding zeal, 

By nature warm'd and led by thee, 
In every breeze was taught to feel 

The breathings of a Deity, 
(fuidc of my heart ! still hovering round, 

Thy looks, thy woixis arc still my own — 
I sec thee raising from the ground 

Some laurel, by the winds o'erthrown, 
And hear thee say, " This humble bough 

Was planted for a doom divine ; 
^Vnd, though it droop in languor now. 

Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine I 
Thus, in the vale of earthly sense, 

Though sunk awhile the spirit lies, 
A viewless hand shall cull it thence. 

To bloom immortal in the skies ! " 



All that the young should feel and know, 

By thee was taught so sweetly well, 
Thy words fell soft as venial snow, 

And all was brightness w^here they fell ! 
Fond soother of my infant tear, 

Fond sharer of my infant joy. 
Is not thy shade still ling'ring here ? 

Am I not still thy soul's employ ? 
Oh yes — and, as in former days, 

AMien, meeting on the saered mount, 
Our nymphs awaked their choral lays, 

And d«inced around Cassotis' fount ; 
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As then, 't was all thy wish and care. 

That mine should be the simplest mien, 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there. 

My foot the lightest o'er the green : 
So still, each look and step to mould, 

Thy guardian care is round me spread, 
Arranging every snowy fold. 

And guiding every mazy tread. 
And, when I lead the hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free. 
Hovers between my lip and lyre, 

And weds them into harmony. 
Flow, Plistus, flow, thy murmuring wave 

Shall never drop its silv'ry tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so entirely dear ! 




THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA'S HALLS. 




HE harp that once through Tara's halls 
The soul of music shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls, 
As if that soul wore fled. — 
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So nloeps the priilt- of former <lnys. 

So glotj'a thrill h o'or, 
And hearts, that once beat high for praise. 

Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefs and Indies bright 

The harp of Tara Bwells ; 
The chord alone, that breaks at niglit, 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Tims Freedom now so seldom wakea, 

The only throb she gives, 
Is when some heart indignant break.*, 

To show thai still she lives. 




L^J 




GAILY SOUNDS THE CASTANET. 

(maltjesr air.) 

AILY sounds the coAtanet, 

Beating time to bounding feet, 
When, after daylight's golden set, 
Maids and youths by moonlight meet. 
Oh, then, how sweet to move 

Through all that maze of mirth. 
Led by light from eyes we love 
Beyond all eyes on earth ! 

Then, the joyous banquet spi*cad 

Oil the cool and fragrant gix)und, 
With heaven's bright sparklet's overhead, 

And still brighter sparkling round. 
Oh, then, how sweet to say 

Into some loved one's ear, 
Thoughts reserved through many a day 

To be thus wliisper'd here ! 

When the dance and feast are done, 

Arm in arm as home we stray. 
How sweet to see the dawning sun 

O'er her cheek's warm blushes play ! 
Then, too, the farewell kiss — 

The words, whose parting tone 
Lingers still in dreams of bliss. 

That haunt young hearts alone. 




FI,Y NOT TRT. 




LY tiot yel, 'ti« jiiat ihe hour, 
\VTien ploaaurc, like the midnight floi 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light, 
Begins to bloom for sons of night. 
And maids who love the mnun. 
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'T was but tu bless these hoiu*s of sliade 
That beauty and the moou were made ; 
'Tis then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and goblets flowing. 

Oh! stay,— Oh! stay,— 
Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like this to-night, that oh ! 'tis pain 

To break its links so soon. 

Fly not yet, the fount that play'd 

In times of old through Ammon*s shade, 

Though icy cold by day it ran. 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 

To bui'n when night was ncai\ 
And thus, should woman's heait and lot^k.n 
At noon be cold as winter brooks, 
Nor kindle till the night, returning, 
Brings their genial hour for burning. 

Oh ! stay, — Oh ! stay, — 
Wlien did morning ever break, 
And And such beaming eyes awake 

As those that sparkle here ? 



-*^er^ 
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'T IS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 




IS the lost rose of summer 

Left blooming alone ; 
All her lovely companiona 
Are faded and gone ; 
No flower of her kindred, 

No rose-bud is nigh, 
To reflect back her blushes, 
Or give sigh for sigh. 



I '11 not leave thee, thou lone one ! 

To pine on the stem ; 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go, sleep thou with them. 
Thus kindly I scatter 

Thy leaves o'er the bed, 
Where thy mates of tlie garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 



So soon may / follow, 

When friendships decay, 
And from Love's shining circle 

The gems drop aw.ay. 
When true hearts lie witherM, 

And fond ones are flown, 
Oh ! who would inhabit 

This bleak world alone ? 




THE OillGIN OP THE HAHP. 

IS believed that thU Harp, wbii-li I wiik^ now fur 

thee. 
Was a Syren uf old, who Hung under the aea ; 
And who often, nt eve, thro' the bright waters I'oved, 
To meet, on the greeii shore, ti jouth whom she 



lint iihe loved him in ruin, for lie left her to wii.>]>. 
And in tears, all the night, her gold tresses to stL-ep ; 
Till hcnv'n look'd with pity on tnic love so wanu. 
And ehangeit to this soft Harp the sen-maidon'H fonii. 

Still her bosom rose fair — still her cheeks smiled the name 
While her seo-beaulies graecfiilly form'd the light frame ; 
And her hur, as, let loose, o'er her white arm it fell, 
Was changed to bright chorda iitt'ring melody's spell. 

Ilenee ii t-nme, that this soft Harp ho long hath been km 
To mingle love's language with sorrow's sad tone : 
Till fhoii didst <livide them, and teach the fond lay 
To speak love when 1 'm near thee, and grief when away. 





J 10 HEN thro' lifi; uuUcat we wvo. 

Luaiiig all that maJc lifi; dear, 
Slioutil some notoB wc uacd to luvc, 
III (lays of bojhood, meet our var 
Oil I liow wflconip brcntlies tlie strain I 
^Vukcnillg tlioughta that long have slept ; 
Kiii<11ing fiiniiei' Bmilcs again 

In faded eyea that long have wept. 

Like the gale, thot aiglis along 

Boils of orioutnl flowew, 
Is tlic grateful breath of song, 

That once was heaiil iu happier lioui-s : 
Fill'd with halm, tlio gale sighs oii, 

Tlioiigh tile flowern have sunk in Ucalli : 
So, whew pleosure's dream is gone, 

Km nicmon- lives in Music's hreatli. 

.Miinif, oil how faint, how weak, 

Langiinge foiles before thy sik'U '. 
Why should Feeling ever Hjieak, 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well ? 
FiiendMhip's balmy woi-dn may feign, 

Love's aiv ev'n more fiilse than they ; 
t)h I 'tis only Jlusie's strain 

Can »wcctly soollie and not betray. 




WIND THY HORN. MY HUNTKR HOY. 

IND thy lioni, mj liunloi' Imy, 
)dW -^"^ lenve thy lute's inglorious si 
Huuting is the hero's jo.v, 
s3 Till war lii» nnblfr game supplie; 
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Iliiik ! tliu lii)imJ-kl|j> liiijriiif; swcct, 
WHiile liuntcre sliout, aud tho w.hmI!' ri'iN.'nt, 

Hi1li-hc>! Hilli-ho 

\\'inJ again tliy eliceiful horn, 

Till etliii, (mat with aiiHW'ring, (liw ; 

Itiirn, biiglit toiThi's, bum (ill mom, 
And lead us where the wild boar lies. 

Hark '. the cry, " lie's ftiiuid, lie's fmiriil,'' 

W'liile hill and vailcj- our shoutu iwound. 

Ililli-lw: Jlilli-h.> 




oil THK SHAMHOCKI 

I mtOL'Gll Erin's Islo, 
To sport ftwhile, 
As LoTe and \'alour wander'il. 
With Wit, the eprite, 
Who9C quiver bright 
A thouaniid arrows squandev'd. 
Where'er thej pass, 
A triple gi'ftss 
Shoots up, with dew-drops strcnming, 
Aa softly green 
As emeralds wjen 
Through purest crystal gleamiiij;. 
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Oh the Shamrock, the green, immoi'tal Shamrock ! 

ChoBeii leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

Says Valour, *' See, 

They spring for me. 
Those leafy gems of morning ! " — 

Says Love, ** No, no, 

For me they grow, 
My fragrant path adorning.'* 

But Wit perceives 

The triple leaves. 
And cries, ** Oh ! do not sever 

A type, that blends 

Three godlike friends. 
Love, Valour, Wit, for ever ! *' 
Oh the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock ! 

Chosen leaf 

Of Bard and Chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

So firmly fond 

May last the bond 
They wove that mom together. 

And ne'er may fall 

One drop of gall 
On Wit's celestial feather. 

Afay Love, as twine 

His flowers divine, 
Of thorny falsehood weed 'em ; 

May ^''alour ne'er 

His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom ! 
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Oh the Shamrock; the green, immortal Shamrock I 

Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 





OH ! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE OF OUR OWN. 

H ! had we some bright little isle of omr own, 
In a blue summer ocean, far off and alone, 
Where a leaf never dies in the still blooming bowers, 
And the bee banquets on through a whole year of 
flowers ; 
Where the sun loves to pause 

With so fond a delay. 
That the night only draws 
A thin veil o*er the day ; 
Where simply to feel that we breathe, that we live, 
Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give. 

There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 
We should love, as they loved in the first golden time ; 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the air. 
Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there. 

With affection as free 

From decline as tlie bowers, 

And, with hope, like the bee. 
Living always on flowers. 
Our life should resemble a long day of light, 
And our death come on, holy and calm as the night. 
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OH DOUBT ME NOT. 

H ! doubt me not — ^the season 

Is o'er, when Folly made me rove, 
And now the vestal. Reason, 

Shall watch the fire awaked by Love. 
Although this heart was early blown. 

And fairest hands disturbed the tree. 
They only shook some blossoms down. 
Its fruit has all been kept for thee. 
Then doubt me not — ^the season 

Is o'er, when Folly made me rove, 
And now the vestal, Beason, 

Shall watch the fire awaked by Love. 

And though my lute no longer 

May sing of Passion's ardent spell, 
Yet, trust me, all the stronger 
I feel the bliss I do not teU. 
The bee through many a garden roves, 
And hums his lay of courtship o'er, 
But when he finds the flower he loves, 
He settles there and hums no more. 
Then doubt me not — the season 

Is o'er, when Folly kept me free, 
And now the vestal. Reason, 

Shall guard the flame awaked by thee. 




TOU REUEHBEK ELLEN. 

OU remember Ellen, our hamlet's priile, 
r^ How meekly she blesaeU her humble lot, 
' ^\lle^ the stranger, William, had made her \m 
bride. 

And love was the light of their lowly cot. 
Together thej toil'd through wiods and rains, 

Till WiUiam, at length, in sadness said, 
" We must seek our fortune on other plains ; " — 
Then, ughing, she left her lowly shed. 

They roam'd a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the mtuden's heart at case, 
When now, at close of one stormy day. 

They see a proud castle among the trees. 
" To-night," siud the youth, " we'll ehelter there : 

The wind blows cold, the hour is late : " 
So he hlew the bom with a chieftain's air. 

And the Porter bow'd, as they poss'd the gate. 

" Now, welcome, Lady," eiclaim'd the youth, — 

" This castle is thine, and these dork woods all V 
She behoved him crazed, hut his words were tmth. 

For Ellen ia Lady of Rosna Hall 1 
And dearly the Lord of Rosna loves 

What William, the stranger, woo'd and wed ; 
And the light of bliss, in these lordly groves. 

Shines pure as it did in the lowly shed. 




AS A BEAM O'ER THE FACE OF THE WATERS MAY GLOW. 




S a beam o'er tlic Face of the waters may gluw 

^^liile the tide runs io darkiii.'ss and coldness below, 
So the cheek may be tinge<l with a warm sunny Hinilc, 
Tlinugh tlio cold lieart to niiii niiia darkly tlie wliile. 
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One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that thraws 
Its bleak ahade alike o*er our joys and our woes, 
To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring, 
For which joj has no balm and affliction no sting — 

Oh ! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay, 
Like a dead, leafless branch in the summer's bright ray ; 
The beams of the warm sun play round it in vain, 
It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again. 





COME O'ER THE SEA. 

►OME o'er the sea, 

Maiden, with me. 
Mine through sunshine, storm, and snows ; 
Seasons may roll. 
But the true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goes. 
Let fate frown on, so we love and part not ; 
'Tis life where tliou art, 'tis death where thou'rt nut. 
Then come o'er the sea, 
Maiden, with me, 
Come wherever the wild wind blows ; 
Seasons may roll, 
But the true soul 
Burns the same where'er it goes. 
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Was not the sea 

Made for the Free, 
Land for courts and chains alone ? 

Here we are slaves. 

But, on the waves, 
Love and Liberty 's all our own ; 
No eye to watch, and no tongue to wound us, 
All earth forgot, and all heaven around us — 

Then come o'er the sea, 

Maiden, with me, 
Mine through sunshine, storm, and snows ; 

Seasons may roll. 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goes. 




COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 




OME, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer. 
Though the herd have fled fe*om thee, thy home 

is still here ; 
Here still is the smile that no cloud can oVacaBt, 

And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last. 



Oh ! what was love made for, if 'tis not the same 
Through joy and through torment, through glory and shame ? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt 's in that heart, 
I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art. 
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Thou hast call'd me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I'll be, 'mid the horrors of this, — 
Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue. 
And shield thee, and save thee, — or perish there too ! 





THE TIME I • VE LOST IN WOOING. 

HE time I've lost in wooing, 
In watching and pursuing 
The light, that lies 
In woman's eyes. 
Has been my heart's undoing. 
Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 
I scorn'd the lore she brought me ; 
My only books 
Were woman's looks. 
And folly's all they've taught me. 

Her smile when Beauty granted, 
I hung wiih gaze enchanted, 

Like him the sprite, 

T\liom maids by night 
Qft meet in glen that's haunted. 
Like him, too. Beauty won me ; 
But while her eyes were on me, 

If once their ray 

Was tum'd away, 
Oh ! winds could not outrun me. 
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Anil are diow fbllicB going ? 
And is my proud heart growiiij; 

Too cold or mmi 

Fur brilliant eyea 
Again t« set it glowing ? 
So, vain, alas ! tli' cndcavouv 
From bonds so BWKt lo sever ; 

Poor Wisdom'a eboncc 

Against a glance 





RICH AND RAKE WERE THE GEMS 3HE WORE. 



IliCH and rare wprc the gems she wore, 
Anil a bright gold ling on her wand she bore ; 
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But oh ! her beauty was far beyond 

Her sparkling geniB, or buow- white wand. 

Lady ! dost thou not fear to stray^ 

So lone and lovely, through this bleak way ? 

Are Erin's sons so good or so cold, 

As not to be tempted by woman or gold ^ " 



*^ Sir Knight ! I feel not the least alarm, 
No son of Erin will offer me harm : — 
For though they love woman and golden store, 
Sir Knight ! they love honour and virtue more I 

On she went, and her maiden smile 
In safety lighted her round the Green Isle ; 
And blest for ever is she who relied 
Upon Erin's honour and Erin's pride. 



I •> 




I SAW THY FORM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME. 

SAW thy form in youthful prime, 
Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of Time, 
And waste its bloom away, Mary ! 
et still thy features wore that light. 
Which fleets not with the breath ; 
And life ne'er look'd more truly bright 
Than in thy smile of death, Marv I 
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As streams that run o'er golden mines^ 

Yet humbly, calmly glide, 
Nor seem to know the wealth that shines 

Within their gentle tide, Mary ! 
So veil'd beneath the simplest guise, 

Thy radiant genius shone, 
And that, which charm'd all other eyes, 

Seem'd worthless in thy own, Mary I 

If souls could always dwell above, 

Thou ne'er hadst left that sphere ; 
Or could we keep the souls we love, 

We ne'er had lost thee hero, Mai^ ! 
Though many a gifted mind we meet, 

Though fairest forms we see. 
To live with them is far less sweet. 

Than to remember thee, Marv ! 




TO LADIES' EYES. 




O Ladies' eyes around, boy, 

We can't refuse, we can't refuse. 
Though bright eyes so abound, boy, 
'T is hard to choose, 't is hard to choose. 
For thick as stars that lighten 
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Yon airy bow'rs, yon airy bow'rs, 
The countless eyes that brighten 

This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 
But fill the cup — where'er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fell. 
We're sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

Some looks there are so holy, 

They seem but giv'n, they seem but giv'n, 
A& shining beacons, solely, 

To light to heav'n, to light to heav'n. 
WTiile some — oh ! ne'er believe them — 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray, 
Would lead us (God forgive them !) 

The other way, the other way. 
But fill the cup — where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We're sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

In some, as in a mirror, 

Love seems portray'd, Love seems portray 'd, 
But shun the flatt'ring error, 

'Tis but his shade, 'tis but his shade. 
Himself has fix'd his dwelling 

In eyes we know, in eyes we know. 
And lips — but this is telling — 

So here they go ! so here they go ! 
Fill up, fill up — where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We're sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 
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I STOLE ALONG THE FLOWERY BANK. 

f.vravSa it KaSmpfutrrai ^fiiy. koi Af rt fitv OMi/ua tm vq^yi ovk oiia' Xfivcn A' nf 
vpov ft efiov ovo/LiaCbtro.^PHiLoSTKAT. Icon. 17, lib. il. 




STOLE along the flowery bank, 
While many a bending sea-grape drank 
The sprinkle of the feadiery oar 
That wing'd me round this fairy shoro. 



'T waa noon ; and every orange bu<l 
Hung languid o'er the crystal flood, 
Faint as the lids of maiden's eyes 
\Mien love-thoughts in her bosom rise. 
Oh, for a naiad's sparry bower, 
To shade me in that glowing hour ! 

A little dove, of milky hue, 
Before me from a plantain flew, 
And, light along the water's brim, 
I stecr'd my gentle bark by him ; 
For fancy told me. Love had sent 
This gentle bird with kind intent 
To lead my steps, where I should meet- 
I knew not what, but something sweet. 



And — bless the little pilot dove ! 
He had indeed been sent by Love, 
To guide me to a scene so dear 
As fate allows but seldom here ; 
One of those rare and brilliant hours, 
That, like the aloe's lingering flowers, 
May blossom to the eye of man 
But once in all his weary span. 



Just where the iDat^;m'H op'uiiig bI 
V visla from the waters mode, 




Mj bird rqiosed liia silver plume 
Upon a rich banana's hloom. 
Uh vision bright ! uli sjilrit fair ! 
What spell, what magic raised her thciv ? 
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'T was Nea ! slumb'ring calm and mild, 
And bloomy as the dimpled child, 
Whose spirit in Elysimn keeps 
Its playful sabbath, while he sleeps. 

The broad banana's green embrace 
Hung shadowy round each tranquil gi'uco ; 
One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to let it wander in, 
And, stealing over all her channs, 
From lip to cheek, fi"om neck to anus. 
New lustre to each beauty lent, — 
Itself all trembling as it went ! 

Dark lay her eyelid's jetty fringe 
Upon that cheek whose roseate tinge 
Miz'd with its shade, like evening's light 
Just touching on the verge of night. 
Her eyes, though thus in slumber hid, 
Seem'd glowing through the ivory lid, 
And, as I thought, a lustre threw 
Upon her lip's reflecting dew, — 
Such as a night-lamp, left to shine 
Alone on some secluded shrine, 
May shed upon the votive wreath. 
Which pious hands have hung beneath. 

Was ever vision half so sweet ? 
Think, think how quick my heart-pulse beat, 
As o'er the nistling bank I stole ; — 
Oh ! yo, that know the lover's soul, 
It is for you alone to guess, 
That moment's trembling ha])piue»{>. 



LET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD. 

"S^ Jf l'"T EnD rCDiember tlie dajs of old, 
ill '^^/* ^" ^*'^^ faithJesa sons betraj'd her ; 
SEB^l \MieD Molachi wore the collar of gold, 
^^fOi^tf^ 'Which he wou from her proud invnder, 
When her kings, witji standard of grecu uiifurl'd, 

Led the Bed- Branch Knights to danger ; — 
Ere the emerald gem of the ncsteru world 
Was set in the crown of a stranger. 

On Lough Ncagh's bank, as the fisherman atraya, 

"When the clear cold eve's declining, 
He scea the round towora of other days 

In the wave beneath htm shining ; 
Thus shall memory often, in dreama sublime. 

Catch a glimpac of the daya that are over ; 
Thus, sighing, look through the waves of time 

For the long-faded gloriefi they cover. 




THE MINSTREL BOY. 

HE Minstrel Boy to the war Is gone, 

tn the ranks of death you'll find him ; 

Hia father's sword he liaa girded on, 

And hia wild harp slung behind him. — 

" Land of aong ! " said the warrior-bniil, 
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Thougli all the world betrays thee, 

Ont sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 

(htt faithfiil liarp shall praise thee ! " 

The Minstrel fell ! — but the foeman's chain 

Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harp he loved ne'er spoke again. 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said, " Xo ch^ns shall sully thee, 

Thou sou! of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 

They shall never sound iu slaTeiy." 




WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH. 




^HEN vuld in the eaith lies the friend thou 
hast loved, 
Be hii faults aiid hie foUies furgot by thee 
%^ tlien ; 

Or, if fi-om their ilumber the yeil be removed, 
Weep o'er them in BJlence, and close it again. 
And oh ! if 'tis pain to remember how far 

From the pathways of light he was templed t« roam. 
Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the alar 
That arose ou bia dai'kness, and guided him home. 



From thee and lliy innocent beauty first came 

The revealinge, that taught him true love to adore, 
To feel the bright presence, and turn liim witli shame 

From the idols he blindly had knelt to befoi-e. 
O'er the waves of a life, long benighted and wild. 

Thou eamest, like a soft golden calm o'er the sea ; 
And if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 

On his evening horizon, the light was Irom thee. 



And though, sometimes, the shades of pant foUy might rise 

And though falsehood again would allure him to stray. 
He but tum'd to the glory that dwelt in those eyes. 

And the folly, the falsehood, soon ranish'd away. 
As the Priests of the Sun, when their altar grew dim. 

At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair. 
So if virtue a moment grew languid in him, 

He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there. 




AS SLOW OUB SHIP. 



^low our ship her foamy track 

Ag^nat the wind was cleaving, 
' Her trembling pennant still look'd back 
''^-"^» To that dear Isle 'twas leaving. 
So loth ne part from all we love. 
From oU the links that bind iis ; 
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So turn our hearts as on we rove, 
To those we've left behind us. 

WTien, round the howl of vanish'd years 

We talk, with joyous seeming, — 
With smiles that might as well be tears, 

So faint, so sad their beaming ; 
While mem'ry brings us back again 

Each early tie that twined us. 
Oh, sweet's the cup that circles then 

To those we 've left behind us. 

And when, in other climes, we meet 

Some isle, or vale enchanting, 
MTiere all looks flow'ry, wild, and sweet, 

And nought but love is wanting ; 
We think how great had been our bliss. 

If Heav'n had but assign'd us 
To live and die in scenes hke this. 

With some we 've left behind us ! 

As trav'llers oft look back at eve, 

T\Tien eastward darkly going, 
To gaze upon that light they leave 

Still faint behind them glowing, — 
So, when the close of pleasure's day 

To gloom hath near consign'd us, 
We turn to catch one fading ray 

Of joy that 's left behind us. 




AFTER THE BATTLE. 

IGHT closed uruimd the cunqueror'a way. 
Anil lightuinga nhaw'd the distant hiU, 
Wliere those who lost that dreadful day, 
St«ud few aud faint, but fearless stiU. 
The soldier's hope, the patriot's zeal, 
For ever diniin'd, for ever crost — 
Oh ! who sha^ say what heroes feel, 
WLcn all but life and honour's lust? 



The loat sod hour of freedom's dream, 

Aud valour's task, moved slowly by, 
Mliilc mute tlicy watch'd, till moniiug's beam 

Should rise aud give tlicm light to die. 
There 's yet a world, where souls ai-c free, 

Where Ijrauts taint uot uoture'a bliss ;— 
If death that world's bright ojiouiug be. 

Oh ! who would live a slave in ihis? 




DEAR HARP OF MY COUNTHT, 
EAR Ilai'p of my Country ! in darkuess I fouud 



The cold chain of silence had hung o*c 
long, 
AVIien proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound thee, 
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AdiI gave all tlij choHs to light, fpecdom, and song ! 
The warm lay of love and the light note of gliulncss 

Have waken'd thj fondest, thy liveliest thrill ; 
But, so oft haat thou echo'd the dcep'^lgh of sadness. 

That o'cn in thy mirth it will sUral fn>m thee Btill. 

Dear Haq> of my Country ! farewell to thy numbers, 

This sweet wreath of song is the kst we shall twine ! 
Go, sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 

Till touch'd by some hand less unworthy than mine ; 
If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover. 

Have throbb'd at our lay, 't is thy glory alone ; 
I was btU OS the wind, poBsing heedlessly over. 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own. 
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REUBEN AND ROSE. 



A TALE OF ROMANCE. 




IIE darkness that hung upon Willumberg's walls 
Hod long been remember'd with awe and dismay ; 
For years not a sunbeam had play'd in its halls, 
And it seem'd as shut out from the regions of day. 



Though the valleys were brighten'd by many a beam, 
Yet none could the woods of that castle illume ; 

And the lightning, which flashed on the neighbouring stream, 
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom ! 

" Oh ! when shall this horrible darkness disperse I " 
Said Willumberg's lord to the Seer of the Cave ; — 

" It can never dispel," said the wizard of verse, 

" Till the bright star of chivalry sinks in the wave ! " 

And who was the bright star of chivalry then ? 

\Mio couid be but Beuben, the flow'r of the age ? 
For Reuben was first in the combat of men. 

Though Youth had scarce written his name on her page. 



For Willumberg's daughter his young heart had beat, — 
For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn, 

When with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery feet, 
It walks o'er the flow'rs of the moimtain and lawn. 



Must Boae, iheii, from Reuben so fatally sever ? 
Sad, sad were the irorda of the Seer of the Cave, 




That darkiieiH should cover that easllo for e' 
Or Reuben be sunk in the mercileiM wave 
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To the wizard she flew, saying, " Tell me, oh, tell ! 

Shall my Reuben no more be restored to my eyes? " 
" Yes, yes — ^when a spirit shall toll the great bell 

Of the mould'ring abbey, your Eeuben shall rise ! " 

Twice, thrice he repeated " Your Beuben shall rise ! " 
And Hose felt a moment's release from her pain ; 

And wiped, while she listen'd, the tears from her eyes, 
And hoped she might yet see her hero again. 

That hero could smile at the terrors of death. 

When he felt "that he died for the sire of his Rose ; 

To the Oder he flew, and there, plunging beneath. 
In the depth of the billows soon found his repose. — 

How strangely the order of destiny falls ! — 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay, 
^Tien a simbeam was seen to glance over the walls. 

And the castle of Willumberg bask'd in the ray ! 

All, all but the soul of the maid was in light. 
There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 

Two days did she wander, and all the long night. 
In quest of her love, on the wide river's bank. 

Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the bell, 

And heard but the breathings of night in the air ; 

liOng, long did she gaze on the watery swell, 
And saw but the foam of the white billow there. 

And often as midnight its veil would undraw. 

As she look'd at the light of the moon in the stream. 

She thought 't was his helmet of silver she saw. 
As the curl of the surge glitter'd high in the beam. 
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And now the third night was begemming the sky ; 

Poor Hose, on the cold dewy margent reclined, 
There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, 

When — ^hark ! — 'twas the bell that came deep in the wind ! 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 

A form o'er the waters in majesty glide : 
She knew 'twas her love, though his cheek was decay'd, 

And his helmet of silver was wash'd by the tide. 

Was this what the Seer of the Cave had foretold ? — 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot a gleam ; 

'Twas Beuben, but, ah ! he was deathly and cold. 
And fleeted away like the spell of a dream ! 

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought 

From the bank to embrace him, but vain her endeavour ! 

Then, plunging beneath, at a billow she caught, 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever I 





THEE, THEE, OMLY THEE. 

HE (lawuiug of mom, the daylight's sinking, 
The night's loug hours still find me thiiikiug 

Of thee, thee, only thee. 
W]ieD iiieiiiJs ore met, and goblets crown'd. 
And Binilca are near, that once enehanted, 
Uiii'each'd by all that sunsljine round. 
My suul, like some dork spot, ie haunted 
By thee, thee, only thee. 

Whatever in fame's high path could woken 
My apirit once, is now forsaken 

For thee, thee, only thee. 
Idke shores, by wliicb sume headlong bark 

To th' ocean hurries, resting never, 
Ijife's S4jcncs go by me, bright or dark, 
I know not, heed not, hastening ever 
To thee, Uicc, only thee. 

I have not a joy but of thy bringing, 
And pwn itself seems sweet when springing 

From thee, tlice, only tliee. 
Like Hpells, that nought on earth can break. 

Till lips, that know the charm, have apoken. 
This heart, howo'cr the world may wake 
Its grief, its scorn, can but be broken 
By thee, thee, only thee. 




THE STEERSMAN'S SONG, 

RITTEN ABOARD THE BOBtOt) tRIQATE 2STB A] 

When frcsblj blows the northern gale. 
And under courges snug we fly ; 
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Or when light breezes swell the sail, 
And rojols proudly sweep the sky ; 

'Longside the wheel, unwearied still 
I stand, and, as my watchful eye 

Doth mark the needle's faithful thrill, 
I think of her I love, and cry. 

Port, my boy ! port. 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 

Eight from the point we wish to steer ; 
"N^Tien by the wind close-haul'd we go, 

And strive in vain the port to near ; 
I think 'tis thus the fates defer 

My bliss with one that's fiir away, 
And while remembrance springs to her, 

I watch the sails and sighing say, 

Thus, my boy ! thus. 

But see the wind draws kindly aft. 

All hands are up the yards to square, 
And now the floating stu'n-sails waft 

Our stately ship through waves and air. 
Oh ! then I think that yet for me 

Some breeze of fortune thus may spring, 
Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee — 

And in that hope I smiling sing. 

Steady, boy ! so. 
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DESMOND'S SONG. 




Y the Feal's wave benighted, 
No star in the skies, 
To thy door by Love lighted, 
I first saw those eyes. 
Some voice whisper'd o'er me, 

As the threshold I crost. 
There was ruin before me, 
If I loved, I was lost. 

Love came, and brought sonx)w 

Too soon in his train ; 
Yet so sweet, that to-morr6w 

'Twere welcome again. 
Though misery's full measure 

My portion should be, 
T would drain it with pleasure, 

If poiu*'d out by thee. 

You, who call it dishonour 

To bow to this flame. 
If you *ve eyes, look but on her, 

And blush while you blame. 
Hath the pearl less whiteness 

Because of its birth ? 
Hath the violet less brightness 

For gi'owing near earth ? 
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Xo — Man for his gbry 

To nneestry fliea ; 
Hut Woman's bright story 

Is told in her eyes. 
Wliilc the Monarch but tracer 

Through mortals his line, 
Beauty, bom of tho Graces, 

Ranks next to Divine ! 



SHE SUNQ OF LOVa 
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IfE sung of IiOTc, while o'er her lyre 

Tlie rosy rays of evening fell, 

As if to feod, with their soft fire, 

The Boul within that trembling nhelt. 

The same rich light hung o'er her cheek. 

And play'd around tho^e lipH that sung 

And spoke, as flowers would sing and speak, 

If Love could lend their leaves « tongue. 



Hut soon the West no longer bum'd. 
Each rosy ray from heav'n withdrew ; 

And, when to gasc again I tum'd. 

The roinstrcl'a form scem'd fading too. 
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As if her Hght and hcav'u's were one. 
The glory all had left that frame ; 

And from her gliroroering lips the tone, 
As trom a parting spirit, come. 

Who ever loTed, but had the thought 

That he and all he loved must part ? 
Fill'd with this fear, I flew and cauglit 

The fading image to my heart — 
And cried, " O Love ! is tliis tliy doom ''. 

light of youth's resplendent day \ 
Must ye then lose your golden bloom, 

And thuii, like sunshine, die away?" 
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THE NIGHT DANCE. 



TRIKG the ga^ harp t see llie moon is od high. 
And, OS true to her beam as the tides of the 



Young hearts, when they feel tlio soft light of 
her eye, 

Obey the mute call, and heave into motion. 
Then, sound notes — the gajest, the lightest, 

That ever took wing, when heav'n look'd brightest ! 
AgMn ! Again I 
Oh ! could snch heart-stirring music be heard 

In that City of Statues described by romancers, 
So wak'ning ita spell, even atone would be stirr'd, 
And statues themselves all start into daoceis! 

Why then delay, with such sounds in our ears. 

And the flower of Beauty's own garden before us, — 
While stars overhead leave the song of their spheres. 

And Kst'ning to ours, hang wondering o'er us? 
Again, that strain ! — to hear it thus sounding 

M-ight set even Death's cold pulses bounding — 
Agun 1 Agsjn ! 
Oh, what delight when the youthfiil and gay, 

Each with eye like a sunbeam and foot like a feather, 
Thus donee, like the Hours to the music of May, 

And mingle sweet song and sunshine together ! 




THE WOODPECKER. 



I KNKW by the anioke, that bo gracefully curl'd 
Above iho gn>eTi plms, Ihnt a CT)tt«gc was near 



And I said, " If thci« 'm peaev li> be fonttd in [lie woHit, 
A heart thnt was humble might hope for it here ! " 

It was uoon, ond ou flowers that kiiguish'd around 

lu silence reposed tlie voluptuous bee ; 
Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound 

But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beccli-free. 

And, " Here in this lone little wood," I eicloim'd, 
" With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye, 

^^llO would blush when I pi'uscd her, and weep if I btamiil 
How blest could I live, and how calm could I die ! 

" By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berty dips 
In the gush of the fountiuu, how sweet to recline. 
And to know that I sigh'd upon innocent lips, 

\Miich had never been sigUM on by any but mine !" 



-^1 



SING— SING- MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 



SnJ ING— sing— MiiBic was given. 
\}]L- To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 
1 SouU here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony's laws slonc are kept moving, 
lieauty may boast of her e3-CB and her cheeks. 
But Love from the lips bis true ardiery wings ; 
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And she, who but feathers the dart when she speaks, 
At once sends it home to the heart when she sin^. 
Then sing — sing — Music was given, 

To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 
Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 

When Love, rock*d by his mother. 

Lay sleeping a& calm as slumber could make him. 
** Hush, hush," said Venus, " no other 

Sweet voice but his own is worthy to wake him." 
Dreaming of music he slumber'd the while 

Till faint fi*om his lip a soft melody broke, 
And Venus, enchanted, look'd on with a smile. 
While Love to his own sweet singing awoke. 
Then sing — sing — Music was given, 

To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 
Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By hami(>n\'.s laws alone are kept moving. 
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IN THE MORNING OF LIFE. 




N the morning of life, when its cores are unknown, 
And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin, 
When we live in a bright-beaming world of our own. 
And the light that surrounds us is all from within ; 
Oh 'tis not, believe me, in that happy time 
We can love, as in hours of less transport we may ; — 
Of our smiles, of our hopes, 'tis the gay sunny prime, 
But affection is truest when tliese fade away. 

When wo see the first glory of youth pass us by, 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return ; 
\Mien our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure so high, 

First tastes of the other, the dark-flowing urn ; 
Then, then is the time when affection holds sway 

With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew ; 
liove, nursed among pleasures, is faithless as they, 

But the love bom of Sorrow, like Son-ow, is tnie. 

In climes full of sunshine, though splendid the flowers. 

Their sighs have no freshness, their odour no worth ; 
'Tis the cloud and the mist of our own Isle of showers, 

That call the rich spirit of fragrancy forth. 
So it is not mid splendour, prosperity, mirth, 

That the depth of Love's generous spirit appears ; 
To the sunshine of smiles it may first owe its birth. 

But the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 




LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 




ESRIA hath a boaniing ojc. 

But no one knowe for whom it beameth ; 
Riftht and left ita arrows fly, 

But what the; aim at no one dreametii. 
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Sweeter 't ih to ^aze ujk)ii 

My Nora's lid that seldom lises ; 
Few its looks, but evei'v one, 

Like unexpected light, surprises ! 

Oh, my Nora Civina, dear. 
My gentle, bashful Nora Ci^iua, 
Beauty lies 
In many eyes. 
But Love in yours, my Nora Creiua. 



Lesbia wears a robe of gold, 

But all so close the nymph hath laced it. 
Not a charm of beauty's mould 

Presumes to stay where Nature placed it. 
(^h ! my Nora's gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain bi'eezes, 
Ix^aving every beauty five 

To sink or swell as Heaven pleases. 

Yes, my Nora Creina, dear, 
My simple, graceful Nora Creina, 
Nature's dress 
Is loveliness — 
The di-ess you wear, my Nora Creina. 



I^'sbia hath a wit refined, 

But, when its points are gleaming round us. 
Who can tell if they 're designed 

To dazzle merely, or to wound us ? 
Pillow'd on my Nora's heart. 

In safer slumber Love re|)08es — 
Hed of peace ! whose roughest part 

la but the crumpling of the n^ses. 
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Oh I luy Nora Creina, dear, 
My mild, my artless Nora Creina ! 
Wit, though bright, 
Hath no such light, 
As Wiirms your eyes, my Nora Creina. 




SONG. 




SAW, from yonder silent cave. 

Two Fountains running, side by side. 
The one was Memory's limpid wave. 

The other cold Oblivion's tide. 
" Oh Love ! " said I, in thoughtless mood, 
As deep I drank of Lethe's stream, 
** Be all my sorrows in this flood 
Forgotten like a vanish'd dream ! " 

But who could bear that gloomy blank. 

Where joy was lost as well as pain ? 
Quickly of Mem'ry's fount I drank. 

And brought the past all back again ; 
And said, " Oh Love ! whate'er my lot. 

Still let this soul to thee be true — 
Bather than have one bliss forgot, 

Be all my pains remember'd too ! " 
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I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKH 



WISH T was by tliat dim Lake, 
AMiere sinful bouIh tli^r fiirewetl tnkc 
Tfe Of this Tain worlU, ftnd half-way Ym 
JL*^ In death's cold ahodow, ere they die. 
There, there, far from thee. 
Deceitful world, my hoDie should be ; 
\\'hcre, come what niight of gloom and pain, 
False hope should ne'er deceive again. 

The lifcloaa akj, the mournful aouud 

Of unseen waters falling round ; 

The dry leaves, quiv'ring o'er my head, 

like mail, unquiet ev'ii when dead ! 

These, ay, these shall wean 

My soul from life's deluding scene. 

And turn each thought, o'crcharged with glooui, 

IJko willows, downwaid tow'rds the tomb. 

Aa they, who to thch couch at night 
Would win repose, first quench the light. 
So must the hopes, that keep thia breast 
Awake, be qucneh'd, ere it can rest. 
Cold, cold, thia heart must grow. 
Unmoved by either joy or woe. 
Like freezing founts, where all that's threwii 
Within their current turns to atone. 




LINES WRITTEN AT THE COROS. OR FALLS OF THE 
MOHAWK RIVER. 



' ROM Hbc of mom till act of sun 
I "vo wcti the mighty Molinwk nit 

And an J iriftrk'd fho woods of |iiii 
Alone ''i" mirror dnrlsly «hinp. 



76 



Like toll and gloomy foiins that posn 

Before tlie wizai*d*s midnight glass ; 

And as I viow'd the huiTying pace 

With which he ran his turbid race, 

Rushing, alike untired and >Ti1d, 

Through shades that frowu\l and flowers that smiled, 

Flying by every green recess 

That woo'd him to its calm caress, 

Yet sometimes turning with the wind, 

As if to leave one look behind, — 

Oft have I thought, and thinking sighed. 

How like to thee, thou restless tide, 

May be the lot, the life of him 

Wlio roams along thy water's brim ; 

Through what alternate wastes of woe 

And flowers of joy my path may go ; 

How many a shelter'd, calm retreat 

May woo the while my weary feet, 

Wliile still pursuing, still unblest, 

I wander on, nor dare to rest ; 

But, urgent as the doom that calls 

Thy water to its destined foils, 

I feel the world's bewild'ring force 

Hurry my heart's devoted course 

From lapse to lapse, till life be done. 

And the spent current cease to run. 

One only prayer I dare to make. 
As onward thus my course I take ; — 
Oh, be my falls as bright as thine ! 
May heaven's relenting rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me, 
As soft as now it hangs o'er thee ! 
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DRINK TO HER. 




RINK to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's Rigli, 
The girl who gave to song 
WTiat gold could never huy. 
Oh ! woman's heart was made 

For minstrel hands alone ; 
Bj other fingers plaj'd, 

It yields not half the tone. 
Then here's to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 



At Beauty's door of glass. 

When Wealth and Wit once stood, 
They ask'd her, " Which might pass?" 

She answer'd, " He who could." 
With golden key Wealth thought 

To pass — but 'twould not do : 
"Wliile W^it a diamond brought, 

Which cut his bright way through. 
So here's to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy. 



The love that seeks a home 

WTiere wealth or grandeur shines. 

Is like the gloomy gnome, 

That dwells in dark gold minoM. 

But oh ! the poet's love 

Can boast a brighter sphere ; 
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Its native home 'a above, 
Tho' woman keeps it here. 

Then drink to her, who long 
Hath waked the poet's sigh, 

The gill w ho gave to song 
\Miat gold could never biiv. 




BY THAT LAKE, WHOSE GLOOMY SHOBE. 



; Y tlmt Lake, whose glootnj sliora 
I Sky-lark never wai-hles o'er, 
1 Where tlie cliff hangs high and Bleep 
Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep. 
" Here, at leaat," he calmly said, 
" Woman ne'er shall find my bed." 
Ah ! the good Saint little knew 
What thnt wilv sex can do. 
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'Twas from Katlileen^s eyes lie flew. 
Eyes of most unholy blue ! 
She had loved him well and long, 
Wbh'd him hers, nor thought it wrong. 
Wheresoe'er the saint would fly, 
Still he heard her light foot nigh : 
East or west, where'er he tum'd. 
Still her eyes before him bum'd. 

On the bold cliflf's bosom cast, 
Tranquil now he sleeps at last ; 
Dreams of heav'n, nor thinks that e'er 
Woman's smile can haunt him there. 
But nor earth nor heaven is free 
From her power, if fond she be : 
Even now, while calm he sleeps, 
Kathleen o'er him leans and weeps. 

Fearless she had track'd his feet 
To this rocky, wild retreat ; 
And when morning met his view. 
Her mild glances met it too. 
Ah, your saints have cruel hearts ! 
Sternly from his bed he starts. 
And with rude repulsive shock. 
Hurls her from the beetling rock. 

Glendalough, thy gloomy wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen's grave ! 
Soon the Saint (yet ah ! too late) 
Felt her love, and moum'd her fate. 
When he said, " Heaven rest her soul ! " 
Bound the Lake light music stole ; 
And her ghost was seen to glide. 
Smiling o'er the fatal tide. 




THE GAZELLE. 



K^OST thou not hear the ailvcr Lh-11, 

Through yonder limc-truea liiigiiig? 
Tia luy lady's light gnzuUc, 
To me lier love-thoughts briuging, — 
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All the wliile that silver bell 
Ai'ound his dark neck ringing. 

See, in his mouth he bears a wreath 
My love hath kiss'd in tying ; 

Oh, what tender thoughts beneath 
Those silent flowers are lying, — 

Hid within the mystic wreath 
My love hath kiss'd in tying ! 

Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee, 

And joy to her, the fairest, 
Who thus hath breathed her soul to me. 

In every leaf thou bearest ; 
Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee, 

And joy to her, the fairest I 

Hail ! ye living, speaking flowei*s. 
That breathe of her who bound ye ; 

Oh, *t was not in fields, or bowers, 
'T was on her lips, she found yo ; — 

Yes, ye blushing, speaking flowers, 
'Twas on her lips she found ye. 
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NETS AND CAGES. 

(SWEDISH AIB.) 

OME, listen to my story, while 
Your needle's task you ply ; 
At what I sing some maids will smile, 
While some, perhaps, may ugh. 
Though Love 's the theme, and Wisdom hlames 

Such florid songs as ours, 
Yet Truth sometimes, like Eastern dames. 
Can speak her thoughts hy flowers. 
Then listen, maids, come listen, while 

Your needle's task you ply ; 
At what I sing there's some may smile, 
While some, perhaps, will sigh. 

Young Cloe, bent on catching Loves, 

Such nets had leam'd to frame, 
That none, in all our vales and gi'oves. 

E'er caught so much small game : 
But gentle Sue, less giv'n to roam, 

While Cloe's nets were taking 
Such lots of Loves, sat still at home, 

One little Love-cage making. 

Come, listen, maids, <&c. 

Much Cloe laughM at Susan's task ; 

But mark how things went on : 
These light-caught Loves, ere you could ask 

Their name and age, were gone ! 
So weak poor Cloe's nets were wove. 

That, though she chann'd into them 
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New game each hour, the youngest Love 
Was able to break through them. 
Come, listen, maids, &c. 

Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was wrought 

Of bars too strong to sever, 
One Love with golden pinions caught, 

And caged him there for ever ; 
Instructing, thereby, all coquettes, 

"Whate'er their looks or ages, 
That, though 't is pleasant weaving Nets, 

'Tis wiser to make Cages. 

Thus, maidens, thus do I beguile 

The task your fingers ply. — 
May all who hear like Susan smile, 

And not, like Cloe, sigh ! 





WHO'LL BUY MY LOVEKNOTS? 

(PORTnGUESE AIR.) 

YMEN, late, his love-knots selling, 
Call'd at many a maiden's dwelling ; 
None could doubt, who saw or knew them. 
Hymen's call was welcome to them. 

" \Mio'll buy my love knots? 

Who'll buy my love-knots?" 
Soon as that sweet cry resounded, 
How his baskets were sun-ounded ! 
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Maids, who now fii-st dreamt of trying 
These gay knots of Hymen's tying ; 
Dames, who long had sat to watch him 
Passing by, but ne'er could catch him ; — 

" Who '11 buy my love-knots ? 

WTio'll buy my love-knots ?" — 
All at that sweet cry assembled ; 
Some laugh'd, some blush'd^ and some tremble<l. 

'* Here are knots," said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowers, " of Love's own making ; 
Here are gold ones — ^you may trust 'em " — 
(These, of course, found ready custom). 

** Come, buy my love-knots ! 

Come, buy my love-knots ! 
Some are labell'd * Knots to tie men — 
Love the maker — Bought of Hymen.' " 

Scarce their bargains were completed, 
Wlien the nymphs all cried, " We 're cheated ! 
See these flowers — they 're drooping sadly ; 
This gold -knot, too, ties but badly — 

WTio'd buy such love-knots? 

\Mio 'd buy such love-knots ? 
Even this tie, with Love's name round it — 
All a sham — He never bound it." 

liOve, who saw the whole proceeding. 
Would have laugh'd, but for good-bree<ling ; 
Wliile Old Hymen, who was used to 
('lies like that these dames gave loose to — 

" Take back our love-knots ! 

Take back our love-knots ! " 
Coolly said, " There's no returning 
Wares on Hymen's hands — Goo<l nioniing ! " 




OH, COME TO ME WHEN DAYLIGHT SETS. 

(VRNETIAH AIR.) 

Oh, come to mc when dajlight sols; 
Sweet ! then come to me, 
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When smootihly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlit sea ; 
When Mirth's awake, and Love begins, 

Beneath that glancing ray, 
With sound of lutes and mandolins, 

To steal young hearts away. 
Then, come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet ! then come to me, 
"SMieh smoothly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlit sea. 

OK, then's the hour for those who love. 

Sweet ! like thee and me ; 
When all 's so calm below, above. 

In heav'n and o'er the sea ; 
When maidens sing sweet barcaroHes, 

And Echo sings again 
So sweet, that all with ears and souls 

Should Jove and listen then. 
So, come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet ! then come to me, 
WTien smoothly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlit sea. 
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LOVE AND PALLAS. 

S Love, one summer eve, was straying, ■ 
Who should he see, at that soft hour. 
But young Minerva, gravely playing 
Her flute within an olive bow'r. 
I need not say, 'tis Love's opinion 

That, grave or merry, good or ill, 
The sex all bow to his dominion. 
As woman will be woman still. 

Though seldom yet the boy hath giv'n 

To learned dames his smiles or sighs. 
So handsome Pallas look'd, that ev'n 

Love quite forgot the maid was wise. 
Besides, a youth of his discerning 

Knew well that, by a shady rill. 
At sunset houi*, whatever her learning, 

A woman will be woman still. 

Her flute he praised in terms ecstatic, — 

Wishing it dumb, nor cared how soon ; — 
For Wisdom's notes, howe'er chromatic. 

To Love seem always out of tune. 
But long as he found face to flatter, 

The nymph found breath to shake and thrill ; 
As weak or wise — it doesn't matter — 

Woman, at heart, is woman still. 

Love changed his plan, with warmth exclaiming, 
" How rosy was her lip's soft dye ! " 

And much that flute, the flatt'rer, blaming, 
For twisting lips so sweet awry. 
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The njmph look'd down, bobtlil lier ftntui-cs 

Reflected in the paesiiig rill, 
And Btarted, Bhock'd-r-for, nh, jc creatures ! 

Ev'n when diTinc, you're women still. 

Quick from the lips it made bo odious, 

That graceless 6ute the Goddess took. 
And, while yet fiU'd with breath mtledious. 

Flung it into the glaasj brook ; 
Mliere, as its vocal lifc was fleeting 

Adown tbo cun%nt, faint and shrill, 
'T was heard in plaintive tone repeating, 

" Woman, alas, vaui woman stiU !" 



SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 



/■^*%f -AIL OQ. sail on, thou fearlcM bai-k — 
^^^"%, Whei'evcr blows the welcome wind, 
I It cannot lead to scenes more dark. 
More sad than those we leave behind. 
Each wave that passes seems to say, 

" Though death beneath our smile may be. 
Less cold we are, less false than they, 

"Whoso smiling wreek'd thy hopes and thee,'' 
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Sail oil, sail on, — through etiJIesfl spocc^ 

Through calm— through tempest — atop n< 
The stormiest sea 'a a reating-placc 

To him who leavea auch hearta on shore. 
Or—if Bome deaert land we meet, 

Where never yet false-hearted men 
Frofaoed a world, that else were eweet, — 

Then rest thee, bark, but not till then. 




Si)Nn. 




90 

Song, richly vying 
With the faint sighing 
Which swans, in dying, 
Sweetly prolong ? " 

So sung the shepherd-hoy 
By the stream's side, 

Watching that fairy hoat 
Down the flood glide, 

Like a bird winging. 

Through the waves bringing 

That Syren, singing 
To the hushed tide. 

" Stay," said the shepherd-boy, 

" Fairy-boat, stay. 
Linger, sweet minstrelsy. 

Linger, a day." 
But vain his pleading : 
Past him, unheeding, 
Song and boat, 8])eeding, 

Glided away. 

So to our youthful eyes 

Joy and hope shone ; 
So, while we gazed on them, 

Fast they flew on ; — 
Like flow'rs, declining 
Ev'n in the twining. 
One moment shining. 

And, the next, gone ! 




OH, THE SIGHT ENTRANCING. 



•^*^ H, the sight entrancing, 
-1 itzjra "When morniiig'a beam is glaiieing 
aS .*3i rJB ^'^^ ^^^ arraj'd 

^^^^r With helm and hWc, 

And plumes, in the gay wind dancing ! 
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When hearts are all high beating, 
And the trumpet's voice repeating 

That song, whose breath 

May lead to death. 
But never to retreating. 
Oh, the sight entrancing, 
When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er files array'd 

With helm and Uade, 
And plumes, in the gay wind dancing ! 

Yet, 'tis not helm or feather — 
For ask yon d^pot, whether 

His plumed bands 

Could bring such hands 
And hearts as ours together. 
Leave pomps to those who need 'em — 
Give man but heart and freedom, 

And proud he braves 

The gaudiest slaves 
That crawl where monarchs lead 'em. 
The sword may pierce the beaver, 
Stone walls in time may sever, 

'Tis mind alone, 

Worth steel and stone. 
That keeps men free for ever. 
Oh that sight entrancing, 
When the morning's beam is glancing, 

O'er files array'd 

With helm and blade. 
And in Freedom's cause advancing ! 




UH, DAYS OF YOUTH, 

(FRENCH AlB.) 

H doyH of j-outli and joy, long clomled. 
M'lij thus for ever haunt my view ? 
Wlifii in the grave your light lay shrouded. 

Why did not Memory die tiicre loo ? 
Vainly doth Hope her strain now xing me. 
Telling of joya that yet rcmtlin — ■ 
Xo, never more can this life biing me 
One joy that equals youth'a sweet pain. 

Dim liea the \ta,y to death before me, 

Cold winds of Time blow round my brow ; 
-Sunshine of yonth ! that once fcU o'er me. 

Where ib yom' warmllt, your glory now? 
"fis not that then no pain could sting mo ; 

'Tia not that now no joj-a remtun ; 
Oh, 'tis that life no more con bring me 

One joy so sweet as that womt pmn. 




(IPT. IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 

(scotch air.^ 

FT. in the stilly night. 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound n 
Fond Memory liiings the light 
Of other dftvs nronnd mc ; 
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The smiles, the tears, 

Of boyhood's years, 
The words of love then spoken ; 

The eyes that shone, 

Now dimm'd and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber's chain hath bound me. 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 

When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd together, 
I've seen around me fall, 

Like leaves in wintry weather ; 
I feel like one. 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled, 
Whose garlands dead, 
And all but he departed I 
Thus, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 
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WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILD. 

(SWEDISH AIR.) 

^^^.y^^^^y^ HEN Love was a child, and went idling round. 
^fL 'Mong flowers, the whole summer's dav, 
jf'". One mom in the valley a bower he found. 
So sweet, it allured him to stav. 

Overhead, from the trees, hung a garland fair, 

A fountain ran darkly beneath ; — 
Twas Pleasure had hung up the flow'rets thero ; 

Love knew it, and jump'd at the wreath. 

But Love didn't know — ^and, at his weak voars, 

WTiat urchin was likely to know ? — 
That Sorrow had made of her own salt tears 

The fountain that munnur'd below. 

He caught at the wreath — ^but with too much hnMo. 

As boys when impatient will do^ 
It fell in those waters of briny taste. 

And the flowers were all wet through. 

This garland he now wears night and day ; 

And, though it all sunny appears 
With Pleasure's own light, each loaf, thoy sav. 

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tcai*s. 




SWKRT INMISKA 



SwKKT liinisfnllen, fai-p thi>o well, 
May cnlni nml siiiiHliiiic long In' tliinc I 
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How fair thou art let othci*8 tell, — 
To fed how fair shall long be mine. 

Sweet Innisfallen, loug shall dwell 
In memory's dream that sunny smile, 

WTiich o'er thee on that evening fell, 
WTien first I saw thy fairy isle. 

'Twas light, indeed, too blest for one, 
Wlio had to turn to paths of care — 

Through crowded haunts again to run, 
And leave thee bright and silent there ; 

No more unto thy shores to come, 
But, on the world's rude ocean tost, 

Dream of thee sometimes, as a home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost. 

Far better in thy weeping hours 
To part fi-om thee, as I do now, 

\Mien mist is o'er thy blooming bowers. 
Like Sorrow's veil on Beauty's brow. 

For, though unrivall'd still thy grace. 
Thou dost not look, as then, too blest ; 

But, thus in shadow, seem'st a place 
WTiere erring man might hope to rest — 

Might hope to rest, and find in thee 
A gloom like Eden's, on the day 

He left its shade, when every tree. 

Like thine, hung weeping o'er his way. 

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle ! 
And all the lovelier for thy tears — 

13 



'Tis k-i 



igh but rare thy siinii^ siuilc, 

I glance wlitMi it appcnrs. 



Like feeling hearts, whose joys ore few, 
Bui, when indeed they come, divine — 

The brightest light the sun c'cv threw 
la hfelcss to one glenni «f tliitic. 




rVE A SECRET TO TELL THEE. 



il a secret to tell thee, but hush ! not here, — 
. „ Oh I not where the world its vigil keeps ; 
ni seek, to whisper it in thine ear, 

Some shore where the Spirit of Silence sleeps ; 
WTiore summer's wbto unmumi'ring dies. 
Nor fay can hear the rountaiu's ji^h ; 
Wiicre, if but a note her night-bird sighn. 

The row saith. chi.lingk, ■■ Hush, sweet, hnsh !" 



There, amid the deey silence of tliat hour, 
\Mien stars can he heard in ocean dip. 

Thyself shall, under some rosy bower, 
Sit mate, with thy finger on thy liji : 



Like liini, (liu buy, w!io Hiini nmoiiK 

Tlic flowiTs thot (111 the Nile-Hli-cam hlusli, 

Sil8 fvcr thus, — liis only sotif; 

To enrtli miil henven, " IIiisli. nil. Iiu»]i 1" 




ALL THAT'S BlUGHT MUST KADE. 




LL that's blight must fade, 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that'H sweet was made, 
But to be lost when sweetest. 
Stare that ahine and fall ; — 
The flower that drops in springing ;— 
These, alfia ! arc types of all 

To wliich our hearts are clinging. 
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All that*8 bright must fade, — 
The brightest still the fleetest ; 

All that*s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest ! 

"WTio would seek or prize 

Delights that end in aching ? 
Who would trust to ties 

That every hour are breaking ? 
Better far to be 

In utter darkness lying, 
Than to be bless'd with light and see 

That light for ever flying. 
All that's bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
AH that^'*s sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest ! 




SO WARMLY WE MET. 




O warmly we met and so fondly we parted, 

That which was the sweeter ev'n I could not 
tell,— 
That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted, 
Or that tear of passion, which blest our farewell. 
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To meet was a heaven, and to part thus another, — 
Our joy and our sorrow seein'd rivals in bliss ; 

Oh ! Cupid's two eyes are not liker each other 
In smiles and in tears, than that moment to this. 

The first was like day-break, new, sudden, delicious, — 

The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet ; 
The last like the farewell of daylight, more precious. 

More glowing and deep, as *tis nearer its set. 
Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a sorrow 

To think that such happiness could not remain ; 
"^Tiile our parting, though sad, gave a hope that to-morrow 

"Would bring back the bless'd hour of meeting again. 




FARE THEE WELL, THOU LOVELY ONE ! 




AHE thee well, thou lovely one ! 
Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 
Thy words, whatc'er their flatt'ring spell, 
Could scarce have thus deceived ; 
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But oves that acted truth so well 

Were sure to be believed. 
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his .soul of tnith is <]j(>ne. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 

Yet those eves look constant still. 

True as st^ra they keep their light ; 
Still those cheeks their pledge fulfil 

Of blushing always blight. 
'T is only on thy changeful heart 

The blame of falsehood lies ; 
Tjove lives in every other part, 

But there, alas ! he dies. 
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one 1 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is crone. 

T/ivc's sweet life i;? o'er. 




1 



\^ "' 




WRITTEN DN PASSINfi DKADMAN'S ISLAND, 
In Ihr Gui.r "/ ST. LAWHENfB, hilr 'P llit E^iili^ii, StiJfml.fi; 1801 

/:W^Sji^E you, beneath yon cloud ao dark, 
V J^fYj '^ Fast gliding along a gloomy bark ? 
™jjfj^ Her Mils are full, — though the niml is still, 
^^jJ Ami Ihrro binws not a bi'ratli her sails to fill ! 
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Sav what doth that vesst'l of darkness hoar ? 
The silent eahn of the grave is thei*e, 
Save now and again a death-knell rung, 
And the flap of the sails w^ith night -fog hung. 

Tlioi'e lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 
( )f cold and pitiless Lahitidor ; 
Where, under the moon, upon mounts of frost, 
Full many a mariner's bones are tost. 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck, 
And the dim blue fire, that lights her deck, 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew 
As ever yet drank the chui'chyard dew. 

To Deadman's Isle, in the eye of the blast, 
To Deadman's Isle, she si)eeds her fast ; 
By skeleton shapes her sails are furl'd, 
And the hand that steers is not of this world I 

Oh ! hurry thee on — oh ! hurry thee on, 
Thou temble bark, ere the night be gone, 
Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
As would blanch for ever her rosy light I 



THE TURF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT SHRINE. 

I IIK turf hIioII bo my fragrant shrine ; 
ily temple, Lobj> ! that Arch of tliitic ; 
My censer's breath the luouutoin airs, 
— ^JJB,~' , Anil silent tbouglita my only prayers. 

Aly choir sliull be the niooulit waves, 
When luurm'ring borooward to tbeir caves, 
Or wbeii the iitilliicsB of the sea, 
Even more thau music, lireathes of Thcc ! 

I 'II seek, by day, some glade uukuuwii. 
All light and silence, like thy Throne ; 
And tbe pale. stars shall be, at night. 
The only eyes that watch my rit«. 

Tby hcavcD, on which 'tis bbss to luuk. 
Shall be my pure and shining book, 
AMicro I shall read, iu words of flamo 
The glories of thy wondrous niuuc. 

1 'II read thy auger in the rock 

That clouds awhile the day-)icam's ti-ack ; 

Thy mercy in the azure hue 

Of sunny brightness, breaking through. 

There's nothing bright, above, below. 
From flowers that bloom to stare that glow. 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feoturc of thy Deity. 



There's iiothiDg dark, below, above. 
But in its gloom I trace thy Lore, 
And meekly wait that moment, wheu 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 



LIKE ONE WHO. DOOM'D. 

IKE one who, doom'd o'er distant seas 
^^ Hia weorj path to measure, 

WTicn home at length, with fav'ring bi 
He brings the far -sought freasure ; 

Hia ship, in sight of shore, goes down, 
Tbal shore to which he hasted ; 

And all the wealth he thought his own 
Is o'er the waters wasted. 




Like him, this heart, thro' many n track 
Of toil and sorrow sirnyiiig. 

One hope alone brought fondly baek, 
lis toil and grief repaying. 



Like him, alan ! I bcc tluit ray 
Of liope before mc perish, 

And one dark minute sweep away 
Wlint years were given to cherish. 



WHO IS THE MAIDT 



' ' \ t "^ ''^^ '^ ^^ Maid my sprit seeks, 
■/7faOi jr\i Through cold reproof and slander's blight ? 
' ilastke Love'B rosea on her cheeks ? 
Is hers an eye of this wor]U*B light ? 
No — wan and Biuk with midnight prayer 
Are the pale looks of her I Iotc ; 
Or if, at times, a light be there, 
Its beam is kindled from above. 




I chose not her, my heart's elect, 

IVom those who seek their Maker's shrine 
In gems and garlands proudly deck'd, 

As if themselves were things divine. 
No — Heaven but &intly warms the breast 

That beats beneath a broider'd veil; 
And she who comes in ghtt'ring vest 

To mourn her frailty, still is frail. 



Not so the &ded form I prize 

And love, because its bloom is gone ; 
The glory in those swnted eyes 

Is all the grace her brow puts on. 
And ne'er was Beauty's dawn so bright, 

So touching as that form's decay, 
Which, like the altar's trembling light. 

In holy Instrc wastes away. 





DOST THOU REMEMBEH. 

OST tliou remember that jilnce go Iniicly, 
A plarc for lovers, and lovers only, 

Where first I told thee nil ray seerot sighs ? 
When, as the moonbeam, Ihnt trembled o'er Ihee. 
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Illumed thy blushes, I knelt before thee, 

And I'ead my hope's sweet triumph in those eyes ? 
Then, then, while closely heart was drawn to heart, 
Love bound us — never, never more to part ! 

And when I eall'd thee by names the dearest 
That love could fancy, the fondest, nearest, — 

" My life, my only life ! " among the rest ; 
In those sweet accents that still enthral me. 
Thou saidst, " Ah ! wherefore thy life thus call me ? 

Thy soul, thy soul's the name that I love lK>st ; 
For life soon passes, — ^but how bless'd to be 
That Soul which never, never parts from thee I " 




THERE IS A BLEAK DESERT. 




HERE is a bleak Desert, where daylight grows 
weary 
Of wasting its smile on a region so dreary — 

What may that Desert be ? 
T is Life, cheerless Life, where the few joys that 
come 
Arc lost like that daylight, for 'tis not their home. 
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There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose faint cjos 
The water he pants for but sparkles and flies — 

\Mio may that Pilgrim be ? 
'T is Man, hapless Man, tlu'ough this Life tempte<l on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 

There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert stealing, 
To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing — 

What may that Fountain be ? 
'T is Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under ground, 
By the gifted of heaven alone can be found. 



There is a fair Spirit, whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in secrecy dwell — 

Who may that Spirit be ? 
'T is Faith, humble Faith, who hath leam'd that, where'er 
Her wand bends to worship, the Truth must be there ! 



Ill 



HOW LIGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE'S WING. 




OW lightly mounts the Muse's wing, 
Whose theme is in the skies — 
Like morning larks, that sweeter sing 
The nearer heav'n they rise. 



Though Love his magic lyre may tune, 
Yet ah ! the flow'rs he ix)und it wreathes 

Were pluck'd heneath pale Passion's moon, 
Whose madness in their odour hrcathes. 

How purer far the sacred lute, 

Eoimd which Devotion ties 
Sweet flow'rs that turn to heav'niy fruit. 

And palm that never dies ! 

Though War's high-sounding harp may he 
Most welcome to the hero's ears, 

Alas ! his chords of victory 

Are wet, all o'er, with human teara. 

How far moi*c sweet their uumhei's run, 

Wlio hymn, like Saints above. 
No victor, but th' Eternal One, 

No trophies but of Love ! 



^ 
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IS IT NOT SWEET TO THINK, HEREAFTER. 



r 




S it not sweet to think^ hereafter, 

WTien the Spirit leaves this sphere, 
Love, with deathless wing, shall waft her 
To those she long hath mouni'd for here ? 



Hearts^ from which 'twas death to sever, 
Eyes, this world can ne'er restore, 

There, as warm, as hright as ever. 
Shall meet us and be lost no more. 

When wearily we wander, asking 

Of eai'th and heav'n, where are they. 

Beneath whose smile we once lay basking. 
Blest, and thinking bliss would stay ? 

Hope still lifts her radiant linger. 

Pointing to th' eternal Home, 
Upon whose portal yet they linger. 

Looking back for us to come. 

Alas ! alas ! doth Hope deceive us ? 

Shall friendship — ^love — shall all those ties 
That bind a moment, and then leave us, 

Be found again where nothing dies? 

Oh ! if no other boon were given. 

To keep our hearts from wrong and stain. 

Who would not try to win a heaven 
Where all we love shall live again ? 




FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVEB. 




TjOW on, thou shining river 

But, crc thou reach the » 

^S^5(S Sock Ella's bowet, a 



The wrenths I flii 



igoei 
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And tell her thus, if she'll be mine, 
The current of our lives shall be, 

With joja along their couree to ehine, 
Like those eweet flowers on thee. 

But if, in wcmd'ring thither, 

Thou find'et she mocks my prayer. 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 

Upon the cold bonk there ; 
And tell her thus, when youth ie o'er. 

Her lone euid loveleea channa shall he 
Thrown by upon life's weedy shore. 

Like those sweet flowers from thee. 



ERINt THE TSUI AND THE SHILE IN THINE E7ES. 




RIN ! the tear and the smile in thine eyes. 
Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies ! 
Shining through sorrow's stream, 
Saddening through pleasure's beam. 
Thy sons with doubtful glcau 
Weep while tbcv rise. 
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Erin ! thy lulent tear never Bhall eeaee, 
Erin ! thy loDgnid Bmile ne'er ehall increase. 
Till, like the runbow's light, 
Thj Torioiu tintB unite, 
And form b heaven's sight 
One arch of peace ! 





O THOD I WHO DHVST THE MOUBKER-S TEAR. 

-'l(ehu]cthIhebrokcHinbciirt,uidblndelhuplhaIcv<nindi."-i>(ii(ii>cilvl1 



TJIOU ! who drj'st the n 

How dork this world would be, 
when Jcceived and wounded hero, 
We could not fly to Thee ! 
The friends who in our sunshine live, 

When winter comes, are flown ; 
And be who has but tears to give. 

Must weep tliosc tears tdone. 
Dut Thou wilt heal tliat bmkeii heart. 

Which, like tlie plants that throw 
Tlieir fragrance from the wounded jiurl, 
Breathes sweetnees out of woe. 

When joj no longer soothes or cheers, 

And even the hope that threw 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears, 

Is dimm'd and Tanish'd too, 
Oh, who would bear life's slomiy deoui. 

Did not tliy Wing of Love 
Come, brightly wafting tlirough tlie gloom 

Our Peace-bi'ancb from above? 
Then sorrow, touch'd by Thee, grows bright 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of light 

We never saw by day ! 
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SONG. 




f S o'er her loom the Lesbian Maid 

In loTe-sick languor hung her head, 
Unknowing where her fingers stray *d, 
She weeping tum'd awaj, and said, 
" Oil, my sweet Mother — 'tis in vain — 

I cannot weave as once I wove — 
So wilder'd is my heart and brain 
With thinking of that youth I love ! " 



Again the web she tried to trace, 

But tears fell o'er each tangled thread ; 
While, looking in her mother's face. 

Who watchful o'er her lean'd, she said, 
" Oh, my sweet Mother — 'tis in vain — 

I cannot weave as once I wove — 
So wilder'd is my heart and brain 

With thinking of that youth I love I " 





THE VOICE. 

T came o'er her sleep, like a voice of those days. 
When love, only love, was the light of her ways ; 
And, soft as in moments of bliss long ago, 
It whisper'd her name from the garden below. 



118 



" Alas ! " sigh'd the maiden^ " how fancy can cheat ! 
The world once had lips that could whisper thus sweet ; 
But cold now they slumber iu yon fatal deep, 
Where, oh that beside them this heart too could sleep ! " 

She sunk on her pillow — but no, 'twas in vain 
To chase the illusion, that Voice came again ! 
She flew to the casement — ^but, hush'd as the grave, 
111 moonlight lay slumbering w^oodland and wave. 

**• Oh sleep, come and shield me," in anguish she said, 
" From that call of the buried, that cry of the Dead !" 
And sleep came around her ; but, starting, she woke. 
For still from the garden that spirit Voice spoke ! 

** I come," she exclaim'd, " be thy home where it may, 
On earth or in heaven, that call I obey ; " 
Then forth through the moonlight, with heai*t beating fast 
And loud as a death-watch, the pale maiden past. 

Still round her the scene all in loneliness shone ; 
And still, in the distance, that Voice led her on ; 
But whither she wander'd, by wave or by shore. 
None ever could tell, for she came back no more. 

No, ne'er came she back, — ^but the watchman who stood 
That night in the tow'r which o'ershadows the flood, 
Saw dimly, 'tis said, o'er the moon-lighted spray, 
A youth on a steed bear the maiden away. 




A CANADIAN BOAT SONO. 



^ATNTLY as tolls the evening cliime, 
Oiiv voices k(H'p tunc and oiir ofti-s kcoj* li 
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Soon an the woods on shore look dim. 
We'll sing at St. Ann's our parting hymn. 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 
The Kapids are near and tlie daylight 's past. 

Wlij should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
iiut, when the wind blows off the shore. 
Oh ! sweetly we '11 rcst our weary oar. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream mns fa<*t, 
The Kapids are near and the daylight's past. 

Utawas' tide ! this trembling moon 
Shall see ua float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of this green isle 1 hear our prayers, 
Oh, grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast. 
The Kapids are near and the daylight's past. 





CUPID AND P»SYCHE. 

HEY told her that he to whose vows she had 
listen'd 
' Through night's fleeting hours, wa«* a Spirit 

unblest ; — 

rnholy the eyes that beside her had glisten'd. 
And evil the lips she in darkness had prest. 
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** When next in thy chamber the bridegi'oom reelineth, 
Bring near him thy lamp, when in slumber he lies ; 
And there, as the light o'er his dark features shineth, 
Thou 'It see what a demon hath won all thy sighs ! " 

Too fond to believe them, yet doubting, yet fearing, 
When calm lay the sleeper she stole with her light ; 

And saw — ^such a vision ! — no image, appearing 
To bards in their day-dreams, was ever so bright. 

A youth, but just passing fi-om childhood's sweet morning, 
While round him still linger'd its innocent ray ; 

Though gleams from beneath his shut eyelids gave warning 
Of summer-noon lightnings that under them lay. 

His brow had a grace more than mortal around it, 
WTiile, glossy as gold from a fairy-land mine, 

His sunny hair hung, and the flowers that crown'd it 
Seem'd fresh from the breeze of some garden divine. 

Entranced stood the bride, on that mii»cle gazing. 

What late was but love is idolatry now ; 
But, ah — in her tremor the fatal lamp raising — 

A sparkle flew from it and dropp'd on his brow. 

All's lost — witli a start from his rosy sleep waking. 
The Spirit flashed o'er her his glances of fire ; 

Then, slow from the clasp of her snowy arms breaking. 
Thus said, in a voice more of son'ow than ire : 

" Farewell — what a dream thy suspicion hath broken ! 
Thus ever Affection's fond vision is crost ; 
Dissolved are her spells when a doubt is but spoken, 
And love, once distrusted, for ever is lost ! " 

16 
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THE HIGH-BORN LADYE. 




<( 



N vain all the Bjiiglits of the Undcrwald woo'd her, 
Though brightest of maidens, the proudest was she ; 

Brave chieftains they sought, and young 'minstrels they sued her. 
But worthy were none of the high-bom Ladye. 



** Wliomsoever I wed," said this maid, so excelling, 
" That Knight must the conqu'ror of conquerors be ; 

He must place me in halls fit for monarchs to dwell in ; — 
None else shall be Lord of the high-born Ladye ! " 

Thus spoke the proud damsel, with scorn looking round her 
On Knights and on Nobles of highest degree ; 

Who humbly and hopelessly left as they found her, 
And worshipped at distance the high- bom Ladye. 

At length came a Knight, from a far land to woo her, 
With plumes on his helm like the foam of the sea ; 

His \'izor was down — ^but, with voice that thrilPd through her, 
He whisper'd his vows to the high-bom Ladye. 

Proud maiden ! I come with high spousaJs to grace thee. 
In me the great conqu'ror of conquerors see ; 

Enthroned in a hall fit for monarchs I '11 place thee. 
And mine thou 'rt for ever, thou high-born Ladye ! 



I 
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The maiden she smiled, and in jewels array 'd her. 
Of thrones and tiaras already dreamt she ; 

And proud was the step, as her bridegroom convey'd her 
In pomp to his home, of that high-bom Ladye. 

But whither," she, starting, exclaims, " have you led me ? 
Here 's nought but a tomb and a dark cypress tree ; 



Is Ihit flic bright palace in which thou wouldst wed me ? " 
With acorn in her glance, stud the high-bom Ladje. 

" 'Tis the home," he replied, " of earth's loftieat creatures " — 
Then lifted hie helm for the fur one to see ; 
But ebo aiuik on the ground — 't was a akeleton's features, 
And Death was the Lord of the high-bom Ladyc ! 





WHEN ON THE LIP THE SIGH DELAYS. 

\ ~]H HEN on the lip the ugh delays, 
^ Afi if 't would linger there for ever ; 
When eje8 would give the world to gaze, 
Tct still look down, and venture never ; 
When, though with fairest njmphs we rove. 

There's one we dream of more than any— 
If all this ia not real love, 

'Tis something wondrous like it, Fanny ! 

To think and ponder, when apart, 

On all we've got to say at meeting; 
And yet when near, with heart to heart. 

Sit mute, and listen to tlieir beating : 
To see but one bright object move. 

The only moon, where stars are many — 
If all tliie is not downright love, 

1 prithee say what it, mj Faniiv I 





SONQ. 
life is like the mountaineer's, 
His borne is near the bky, 
^Micrc, throned above this world, he hears 
' Its strife at distance die. 
Or, should the sound of hostile drum 
Procloim below, " We come — ^wc cwnc," 
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£ach crag that tow'rs in air 
Gives answer, " Come who dare !" 
While, like bees, from dell and dingle. 
Swift the swanning warriors mingle, 
And their cry " Hurra !" will be, 
" Hurra, to victory I" 

Then, when battle's hour is over, 

See the happj mountain lover, 

With the njmph, who'll soon be bride, 

Seated blushing by his side, — '■ 

Every shadow of his lot 

In her sunny smile forgot. 

Oh, no life is like the mountaineer's, 

His home is near the sky, 
Af\Tiere, throned above this world, he hears 

Its strife at distance die. 
Nor only thus through summer suns 
His blithe existence cheerly runs 

Ev'n winter, bleak and dim, 

Brings joyous hours to him ; 
When, his rifle behind him flinging, 
He watches the roe-buck springing, 
And away, o'er the hiUs away, 
Be-echoes his glad " hurra." 

Then how blest, when night is closing, 
By the kindled hearth reposing. 
To his rebeck's drowsy song, 
He beguiles the hour along ; 
Or, provoked by merry glances. 
To a brisker movement dances, 
Till, weary at last, in slumber's chain. 
He dreams o'er chase and dance airain — 
Dreams, dreams them o'er again. 
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THE STRANOER. 

OME list, while I tell of the heart-wounded Stranger 
Who sleeps her last slumber in this haunted ground ; 
Where often, at midnight, the loneljr wood-ranger 
Heare soft fairj-music re-echo aivund. 

None e'er know the nsime of that heart-stricken lady, 
Her language, though sweet, none could e'er understand ; 

But her features so sunn'd, and her eyelash bo shady. 
Bespoke her a child of some (ai Eastern land. 



'Twaa one summer night, when the village lay sleeping, 
A Hoft Btrain of melody come o'er our ears ; 

So sweet, but so moiimjul, half soug and half weeping. 
Like music that Sorrow had stcep'd in her tears. 

We thought 't was an anthem some angel had sung ub ; — 
But, soon as the day-beams had gush'd from on high, 

Willi wouder we saw this bright etrangcr among us. 
All lovely and lone, as if stray'd from the sky. 

Nor long did her life for this sphere seem intended. 
For pale was her check, with that spirit'likc hue, 

Wiieh conies when the day of tliia world is nigh ended, 
And light frani another already shhics through. 

Then her eyes, when she sung — oh, but once to have set 

Left thoughts in the soul that can never depart ; 
Wliile her looks and her voice made a language bctwec 
them, 
That sjioko more than holiest nuitb to the heart. 
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Bat she pass'd like a daj-drcam, no skill could restore her- 
Whatever was her sorrow, its iTiin came fast ; 

She died with the same spell of mystery o'er her, 
That soDg of past days on her lips to the last. 

Nor ey'n in the grare is her sad heart reposing — 
Still hovers the spint of grief round her tomb ; 

For oft, when the shadows of midnight are closing. 
The same strain of music is heard through the gloom. 





CEPHALUS AND PRQCRIS. 

HUNTER once in that grove reclined, 

To shun the noon's bright eye. 
And oft he woo'd the wandering wind, 
To cool his brow with its sigh. 
"WTiile mute lay ev'n the wild bee's hum. 
Nor breath could stir the aspen's hair. 
His song was still " Sweet Air, oh come ! " 
While Echo answer'd, " Come, sweet Air ! " 

But, hark, what sounds from the thicket rise ! 

What meaneth that rustling spray ? 
" 'TIS the white-hom'd doe," the Hunter cries, 

" I have sought since break of day." 
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Quick o'er the sunny glade he springs. 
The arrow flies from his sounding bow, 

'' Hilliho — ^hilliho 1 " he gaily sings. 
While Echo sighs forth " ffilliho ! " 

Alas, 'twas not the white-homed doe 

He saw in the rustling grove, 
But the bridal veil, as pure as snow. 

Of his own young wedded love. 
And, ah ! too sure that arrow sped, 

For pale at his feet he sees her lie ; — 
'' I die, I die," was all she said, 

^Tiile Echo murmur'd, " T die, I die I" 




SONG OF THE BATTLE EVE. 



TIME — TUB NINTH CENTURY. 




^ 0-MOKROW, comrade, we 
^^ On the battle-plain must be, 
< There to conquer, or both lie low ! 
The morning star is up, — 
But there's wine still in the cup, 
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And we *11 take another quaff, ere we go, boy, go ; 
We'll take another quaff, ere we go. 

'Tia true, in manliest eyes 
A passing tear will rise, 

When we think of the friends we leave loue ; 
But what can wailing do ? 
See, our goblet's weeping too ! 

With its tears we'll chase away oui* own, boy, our own ; 

With its tears we'll chase away our own. 

But daylight's stealing on ; — 
The last that o'er us shone 

Saw our children around us play ; 
The next — ah ! where shall we 
And those rosy urchins be ? 

But — ^no matter — grasp thy sword and away, boy, away ; 

No matter — ^grasp thy sword and away ! 

Let those who brook the chain 
Of Saxon or of Dane, 

Ignobly by their firesides stay ; 
One sigh to home be given, 
One heartfelt prayer to heaven. 

Then, for Erin and her cause, boy, hurra ! hun-a ! hurra ! 

Then, for Erin and her cause, hurra ! 
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THE PRETTY IttfflE TREE. 

j,EIXG weary of love, 

I flew to the groTG, 
And chose me a tree of the fairest ; 
Sajing, " Pretty Bose-tree, 
Thou my mistress shalt be, 
Aud I 'U worabip each bud thou bearcst. 
For the hearts of thie world are hollow, 
And fickle the smiles we follow ; 
And 'tis sweet, when all 
Their witch'riea pall, 
To have a pure love to fly to ; 
So, my pretty Eoae-tree, 
Thou my mistress shalt be. 
And the only one now I shall sigh to." 

When the beautiful hue 

Of thy cheek through the dew 
Of morning is bashfully peeping, 

" Sweet tears," I Bhall say 

(As I bruHh them away), 
" At least there's no art in this weeping." 
Although thou shouldst die to-morrow, 
'T will not be from pain or sorrow ; 

And the thorns of thy slom 

Are not like them 
With which men wound each other: 

So my pretty Bose-treo, 

Thou my mistress shalt be. 
And I 'II ne'er again sigh to another. 
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HUSH, HUSH ! 




USII, hush ! "—how well 

That sweet word sounds, 
When Love, the little sentinel. 

Walks his night-rounds ; 
Then, if a foot but dare 

One rose-leaf crush. 
Myriads of voices in the air 

Whisper, " Hush, hush ! " 



" Hark, hark, 't is he ! " 

The night-elves cry, 
And hush their fairy harmony, 

While he steals by ; 
But if his silv'ry feet 

One dew-drop bnish. 
Voices are heard in chorus sweet, 

^Tiisp'ring, " Hush, hush ! " 




LOVE AND TIMK. 




18 said — ^l>ut whether tnie or not 

Let bards declare who've seen 'eni- 
That Ijove and Time have only got 
;^^ One pair of wings between 'em. 



VV2 

In eoiii*t8hip*s firat delicious hour, 
The boy full oft can spare 'era ; 
So loitering in his lady's bower, 
He lets the grey -beard wear 'cm. 
Then is Time's hour of play ; 
Oh, how he flies, flics away ! 

But short the moments, short as bright. 

When he the wings can borrow ; 
If Time to-day has had his flight, 

Love takes his turn to-morrow. 
Ah ! Time and Love, your change is then 

The saddest and most trying, 
AMien one begins to limp again. 

And t' other takes to flying. 
Then is Love's hour to stray ; 
Oh, how he flies, flies away ! 

But there's a nymph, whose chains I feel, 

And bless the silken fetter, 
AMio knows, the dear one, how to deal 

With Love and Time much better. 
So well she checks their wanderings, 

So peacefully she pairs 'em, 
That Love with her ne'er thinks of i^nngs. 

And Time for ever wears 'em. 
This is Time's holiday ; 
Oh, how ho flies, flies away ! 





WHILE OAZma ON THE MOON'S LIGHT. 

'HILE gazing on the moon'a tight, 
A moment from her smile 1 tum'd. 

To look nt orbe, that, more bright. 
In lone and distant glory hum'd. 
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But too far 
Each proud star. 
For me to feel its wanning flame ; 
Much more dear 
That mild sphere, 
"Which near our planet smiling came ; — 
Thus, Mary, be but thou my own ; 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 
I '11 love those moonlight looks alone, 
That bless my home and guide my way. 

* < 
The day had sunk in dim showers. 

But midnight now, mih lustre meet, 
Illumined all the pale flowers, 

I/ike hope upon a mourner's cheek. 
I said (while 
The moon's smile 
Play'd o'er a stream, in dimpling bliss,) 
" The moon looks 
On many brooks : 
The brook can see-no moon but this ; " 
And thus, I thought, our fortunes nni. 

For many a lover looks to thee, 
Mliile oh ! I feel there is but one. 
One Mary in the world for me. 
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OUR FIRST YOUNG LOVE. 




UE first young love resembles 
That short but brilliant ray, 
Which smiles, and weeps, and trembles 
Through April's eai-liest day. 
And not all life before us, 

Howe'er its lights may play. 
Can shed a lustre o'er us 
Like that first April ray. 



Our summer sun may squander 
A blaze serener, grander ; 
Our autumn beam 
May, like a dream 
Of heav'n, die calm away ; 
But, no— let life before us 

Bring all the light it may, 
'T will ne'er shed lustre o'er us 
Like that first youthful ray. 




NIGHTS OF MUSIC. 




IGHTS of music, nights of loving. 
Lost too soon, remember'd long, 
When we went by moonlight roving, 
Hearts all love and lips all song. 



1 
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\\'ljun this faithful lute iiXMHtlfJ 

All ray spirit felt to ihcc ; 
An<j that smile the song reworded — 

Worth whole ycwa of fame to me ! 

Nights of song, and nights of Hplcndour, 

Fill'J with joja too sweet to last — 
Joys that, like the star-light, tender. 

Wliile thcj- shone, no shadflw cost. 
Though all other happy hours 

From my fading mem'ry fly. 
Of that star-light, of those bowers. 

Not a Itenm, a leaf, Khali die ! 




r 
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I LOVE BUT THEE. 



F, after all, you still will doubt and fear me, 
And think this heart to other loves will stray, 
If I must swear, then, lovely doubter, hear me ; 
By ev'ry dream I have when thou'rt away, 
By ev'ry throb I feel when thou art near me, 
I love but thee — I love but thee ! 




By those dark eyes, where light is ever playing, 
Where Love, in depth of shadow, holds his throne. 

And by those lips, which give whate'er thou'rt saying, 
Or grave or gay, a music of its own, 

A music far beyond all minstrel's playing, 
I love but thee — I love but thee ! 

By that fair brow, where Innocence reposes, 
As pure as moonlight sleeping upon snow. 

And by that cheek, whose fleeting blush discloses 
A hue too bright to bless this world below, 

And only fit to dwell on Eden's roses, 
I love but thee — I love but thee ! 




18 
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SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 
MIRIAM'S aoNa. 

" And MirUm the Prophetess, the sister of Aaron, took a timbrel in her hand: 
and all the women went out after her with timbrels and with dances."— £xotf. xv. 20. 

OUND the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah has triumphed — ^his people are fi-eo. 
Sing — ^for the pride of the Tyrant is broken, 
His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and 
brave — 
How vain was their boast, for the Lobd hath but spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 
Sound the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ; 
Jehovah has triumph'd — ^his people are free. 

Praise to tlie Conqueror, praise to the Lord ! 

His word was our arrow, his breath was our swoi*d. — 

Who shall return to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
For the Lord hath look'd out from his pillar of glory, 

And all her brave thousands are dash'd in the tide. 
Sound die loud Timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ; 
Jehovah has triumph'd — his people are fi-ee ! 




THE MEETING OF THE SHU'S. 




HEN o'er thi! ^iluDt seas alone. 
For (Lya and niglits we've cheerless gone, 
Oh, they wlio'vc felt it know how sweet, 
O Some Bimnj- mom a siiil to meet ! 
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S|iark]ing U once ib ev'ry eyo, 
■ ' Ship olioj ! ship ahoy ! " our jojrfiil cry ; 
\Miile BiiBwering back the BOUDtb wc hear 
"Shipithoj! shipnhnv! what choor? what cheer? 

Then smIb are hack'd, we nearer come, 
Kind words are eaid of fricnde and home ; 
Ajid soon, too soon, we part wilh pain, 
To .sail o'er silent seae again. 
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BLACK AND BLUE EYES. 

HE brilliant black eye 

May in triumph let fly 

All its darta without caring who feels 'em ; 
But the soft eye of blue. 
Though it scatter wounds too, 

Is much better pleased when it heals 'em. 



The black eye may say, 

** Come and worship my ray — 
IJy adoring, perhaps, you may move me !" 

But the blue eye, half hid. 

Says from under its lid, 
** 1 love, and am yours, if you love me !'* 

Yes, Fanny ! 

The blue eye, half hid. 

Says, from under its lid, 
** I love, and am yours, if you love me I " 

Come tell me, then, why, 

Tn that lovely blue eye, 
Not a charm of its tint I discover ; 

Oh, why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
That ever said " No " to a lover? 

Dear Fa,nny ! 

Oh, why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
That ever said " No " to a lover ? 
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THE DYING WARRIOR. 

WOUKDED Chieftain, lying 
y Bj the Danube's leafy side, 
Thus faintly said, in dying, 
'^ Oh ! bear, thou foaming tide, 
This gift to my lady -bride." 

'T was then, in life's last quiver, 
He flung the scarf he wore 

Into the foaming river. 
Which, ah too quickly, bore 
That pledge of one no more ! 



With fond impatience burning, 
The Chieftain's lady stood, 

To watch her love returning 
In triumph down the flood, 
From that day's field of blooil. 

But, field, alas, ill-fated ! 

The lady saw, instead 
Of the bark whose speed she waited, 

Her hero's scarf, all red 

With the drops his heart had shed. 

One shriek — and all was over — 
Her life-pulse ceased to beat ; 

The gloomy waves now cover 
That bridal-flower so sweet, 
And the scarf is her winding sheet ! 




WHEN THROUGH THE PIAZZETTA. 




Ijf HEN through ttie Piazzetta 

Night bronthca lier cool air. 
Then, dearest Niiietta, 
I'llconic to thcc there. 
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Beneath thj mask shfoudcil, 

I'll know thee afar, 
As Love knows, though clouiU'd, 

His own Evening Star. 

In garb, then, resembling 

Some gay gondolier, 
III whisper thee, trembling, 

" Our bark, love, is near : 
Now, now, while there hover 

Those clouds o'er the moon, 
'Twill waft thee safe over 

Yon silent Ltigoon." 



ROSE OF THE DESERT, 




03E of the Desert ! thou, whose blushing ray. 
Lonely and lovely, fleets unseen away ; 
No hand to cull thee, none to woo thy sigh, — 
In vestal silence left to live and die,— 
Kose of the Desert ! thus should woman be, 
Shining uncourted, tone and safe, like thee. 



Rose of the Garden, how unlike thy doom ! 
Destined for others, not thyself, to bloom ; 
Cull'd ere thy beauty lives through half its da; ; 
A moment chcrish'd, and then cast away ; 
Bose of the Garden ! ain'h is woman's lot, — 
Worshipp'd, while blooming — when she fades, foi'got. 
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DO NOT SAY THAT LIFE IS WANING. 

O not say that life is waning, 

Or that Hope's sweet day is set ; 
WTiile I've thee and love remaining, 
Life is in th' horizon yet. 

Do not think those channs are flying. 
Though thy roses fade and fall ; 

Beauty hath a grace undying. 
Which in thee survives them all. 



Not for charms, the newest, brightest. 
That on other cheeks may shine, 

Would I change the least, the slightest, 
That is lingering now o'er thine. 





MY HEART AND LUTE. 

GIVE thee all — I can no more — 

Though poor the offering be ; 
My heai't and lute are all the store 

That I can bring to thee — 
A lute whose gentle song reveals 

The Boul of love full well ; 
And, better far, a heart that feels 

Much more than lute could tell. 

19 
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Though love aud song may fail, aiaa ! 

To keep life's clouds away. 
At least 't will make them lighter pass, 

Or gild tliem if tliej stay. 
Aud ev'n if Core, at momenta, fliDgs 

A discord o'er life's happy stmin, 
Let Love but gently toueh the Btriiign, 

'T will all be sweet again ! 




f"OW sweet the answer Echo makes 
To mtiHic at night, 
en, roused by lute vnr horn, she wakes, 
Aud far away, o'er lawns and lakes. 
Goes answering light. 

Yet Love hnth echoes tnier far. 

And far more sweet. 
Than e'er beneath tlie moonlight's star, 
{)f horn, or lule, or soft guitar. 

The songs repeat. 



'Tis when the sigh in youth sincere, 

And only then, — 
The sigh that's breathed for one to hear, 
Is by that one, tliat only dear, 

iSieiitlied liiick ngniii ! 




HARK! THE VESPEU HYMN IS STEALING. 



Iaiik I Ihc vcs]ier hymn i» stealing 
O'i'f ilii> wiitprs soft and clear; 
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Xcarcr yet anJ iicorur pealing. 

And now burets upon the car : 

Jubilate, Amen. 

Farther now, now farther atealing, 

Soft it fades upon the ear r 

Jubilate, Amen. 



Now, like moonlit waves retreating 

To the shore, it dies along ; 
Now, like angry surges meeting, 
Breaks the mingled tide of song ; 
Jubilate, Amen. 
Hush! again, like wa 

To the shore, it dies along ; 
Jubilate, Amen. 



LOVE AND THE SUN-DIAL. 
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Then Love took the Dial away from the ahaile. 
And placed her where Heaven's beam wamilj plav'ii. 
There she reclineil, beneath Iiovc's gazing eye, 
'ftliile, mark'd all with sunshine, her hours flew by. 
" Oh, how," said the Dial, " can any fair maid, 
" Tbat's bom to be slionc upon, rest iti the shade ?" 

But night now comes on, and the sunbeam's o'er. 
And Love stops to gaze on the Dial no more. 
Alone and neglccli-d, while bleak rain and winds 
Are storming around her, with sorrow she finds 
TItat Love had but number'd a few sunny hours, — 
Tlien left the ivniaindcr to darknexs and showers ! 




OH, SOON HETUKN. 

ITR wliito sail caught the ev'ning ray, 
Tlte wave beneath us sccm'd to burn, 
VTicn all the weeping maid could say 
Waa. " Oh, soon retiuTi !" 
Tlu-ough many a clime our sliip was driven. 

O'er many a billow rudely thrown ; 
Now chill'd beneath a noilhem heaven, 

Kow sunn'd in summer's zone : 
And still, where'er we bent our way, 
^^'heI1 evening bid the west iviive bum. 



I fancied still I hearJ her boj-, 
" Oh, soon return !" 

If ever jet my bosom found 

Ite thoughts one moment turn'd from thee, 
'Twas when the combat raged nround, 

And breve men look'd to me. 
But though the war-field's wild alarm 

For gentle Love waa all unmeet. 
He lent to Glory's brow the charm, 

WTiich made even danger sweet. 
And still, when vict'ry's calm came o'er 

The hearts where rage had ceased to bum. 
Those parting words I heard once more, 

" Oh, Boon return I — Oh, soon return !" 






HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUK. 

OW dear to me the hour when daylight dies, 
And auubcams melt along the Bilciit Hca ; 
For then sweet dreams of other dajs arise, 
Aud niciuory hrenthos her vcspev sigli to thoo. 
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And, as I watch the line of light that plays 

Along the smooth wave tow'rd the hurning west, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 

And think 'twould lead to some bright isle of rest. 




A TEMPLE TO FRIENDSHIP. 



(SPANISH AIR.) 




TEMPLE to Friendship," said Laura, enchanted, 
" I'll build in this garden, — the thought is 
divine ! " 
Her temple was built, and she now only wanted 
An image of Friendship to place on the shrine. 
She flew to a sculptor, who set down before her 

A Friendship, the fairest his heart could invent ; 
But so cold and so dull, that the youthful adorer 
Saw plainly this was not the idol she meant. 



" Oh ! never," she cried, *' could I think of enshrining 

An image whose looks are so joyless and dim ; — 
But yon little god, upon roses reclining. 

We'll make, if you please. Sir, a Friendship of him." 
So the bargain was struck ; w^ith the little god laden 

She joyfully flew to her shrine in the grove : 
" Farewell," said the sculptor, *' you're not the firat maiden 

Who came but for Friendship and took away Love." 
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YES, YES, WHEN THE BLOOM. 

ES, yes, when the hloom of Love's boyhood is o'er, 
rj>^v He'll turn into friendship that feels no decay ; 
« 0]A^ ^ ^^ though Time may take from him the wings 

he once wore. 
The charms that remain will be bright as before, 
And he'll lose but his young trick of flying away. 

Then let it console thee, if Love should not stay. 

That Friendship our last happy moments will crown : 
Like the shadows of morning, Love lessens away, 
While Friendship, like those at the closing of day, 
Will linger and lengthen as life's sun goes down. 



^*^«t, 





WHEN MIDST THE GAY I MEET. 

HEN midst the gay I meet 
That gentle smile of thine, 
^ Though still on me it turns most sweet, 

I scarce can call it mine : 
But when to me alone 

Your secret tears you show. 
Oh, then I feel those teai-s my own, 
And claim them while they flow. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free ; 
Give smiles to those who love you less, 
But keep your tears for me. 
20 
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The snow on Jura's stoep 

Can smile in many a beam, 
Yet still in chains of coldness sleep, 

How bright soe'er it seem. 
But, when some deep-felt ray, 

Wliose touch is fire, appears, 
Oh, then the smile is warm'd away, 

And, melting, turns to tears. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free ; 
Give smiles to those who love you less, 

But keep your tears for me. 




'TIS ALL FOR THEE. 




F life for me hath joy or light, 

'Tis all from thee ; 
My thoughts by day, my dreams by night. 

Are but of thee, of only thee. 
Whatever of hope or peace I know, 
My zest in joy, my balm in woe, 
To those dear eyes of thine I owe, 

'Tis all from thee. 



My heart, ev'n ere I saw those eyes, 
Seem'd doom'd to thee ; 

Kept pure till then from other ties, 
'T was all for thee, for only thee. 



1 
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Like plants that slcc}) till sunny May 
Calls forth their life, my spirit lay, 
Till, touch'd by Love's awakening ray. 
It lived for thee, it lived for thee. 

WTien Fame would call me to her heights. 

She speaks by thee ; 
And dim would shine her proudest lights, 

Unshared by thee, unshared by thee. 
Whene'er I seek the Muse's shrine, 
Where Bards have hung their wreaths divine, 
And wish those wreaths of glory mine, 

'Tis all for thee, for pnly thee. 




SONG OF HERCULES TO HIS DAUGHTER. 




'YE been, oh, sweet daughter. 

To fountain and sea. 
To seek in their water 

Some bright gem for thee. 
Where diamonds were sleeping. 

Their sparkle I sought ; 
WTiere crystal was weeping. 

Its tears I have caught. 
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" The sea-njmph I've courted 

In rich coral halls ; 
With Naiads have sported 

By hright waterfalls. 
But sportive or tender. 

Still sought I, around, 
That gem, with whose splendowr 

Thou yet shalt he crown'd. 

" And see, while I'm speaking. 

Yon soft light afar ; — 
The pearl I've been seeking 

There floats like a star ! 
In the deep Indian Ocean 

I see the gem shine, 
And quick as light's motion 

Its wealth shall be thine." 

Then eastward, like lightning. 

The hero-god flew. 
His sunny looks bright'ning 

The air he went through. 
And sweet was the duty, 

And hallow'd the hour, 
Which saw thus young Beauty 

Embellished bv Power. 





AltCH ! nor ticcd tliose nnns thnt liold thee, 
v^f Though so fondly close tliey eonic : 
Closer still will tlicj enfold thee, 

When thou lirinp'sl fresh Iniircls home. 
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Dost thou dote on woman's brow? 

DoBt thou live but itt her brcftth ? 
March ! — one hour of victory now 

Wins tiiee woman's Bmile till death. 

Oh, what bliss, when war ia orer, 

Beauty's long-miss'd smile to meet, 
And, when wreaths our temples cover. 

Lay them shining at her fitct ! 
Who would not, that hour to reach, 

Breathe out life's expiring sigh, — 
Froud as waves that on the beach 

Irfiy their wor-crcsta down, and die? 

There ! I sec thy soul is burning — ■ 

She herself, who clasps thee so. 
Paints, ov'n now, thy glod returning. 

And, while clasping, bids thee go. 
Ouc deep sigh, to passion given, 

One last glowing tear, and then — 
March ! — nor rest thy sword, till Heaven 

Brings thee to those arms again. 



.^- 



TUEY MET BUT ONCE. 




HEY met but once, in youth's sweet hour. 

And never since that day 
Hath absence, time, or grief had power 

To chase that dream away. 
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They've seen the suns of other skies, 

On other shores have sought delight ; 
But never more, to hless their eyes, 

Can come a dream so bright ! 
They met but once, — a day was all 

Of Love's young hopes they knew ; 
And still their hearts that day recall, 

As fresh as then it flew. 



Sweet dream of youth ! oh, ne'er again 

Let either meet the brow 
They lefl so smooth and smiling then, 

Or see what it is now. 
For, Youth, the spell was only thine ; 

From thee alone th' enchantment flows, 
That makes the world around thee shine 

With light thyself bestows. 
They met but once, — oh, ne'er again 

Let either meet the brow 
They left so smooth and smiling then. 

Or see what it is now. 




THOU BIDST ME SING. 




HOU bidst me sing the lay I sung to thee 
In other days, ere joy had left this brow ; 

But think, though still unchanged the notes may be. 
How diff 'rent feels the heart that breathes them 
now! 



The rose thou wcm'hI to-night is still tlie saiiic 
Wo saw this morning uu its nlem so gny ; 

liut, all I that dew of dann, that breath whioli caiuo 
Like life o'er all its leaves, hath pasa'd away. 

Since first that music touch'd thy heart and mine. 

How many a joy and pain o'er both have [Mi^t, — 
The joy, a light too precious long to shine, 

The pain, a cloud nhose shadows always last. 
Ami, though that lay would like the voiee of honn' 

Brcatlie o'er our ear, 't would waken now n sigh^ — 
All ! not, aa then, for fancied woes lo eonie. 

But. sadder far, for real hliss gone by. 



NO, NOT MOKE WELCOME. 




O, not more welcome the fiury numbers 

f music fall on the sleeper's car, 
^^1lCD, half awaking from fearful slumbers. 
He thinks the full quire of heaven is neor,- 
Thaii came tlint voice, when, all forsaken. 

This heart long had sleeping lain. 
Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 
To such benign, blessed sounds again. 



e of comfort ! 'twas like the stealing 
mev wind thro' some wreathed shell — 
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Each secret winding, each inmost feeling 
Of all my soul echo'd to its spell. 

*Twas whispered balm — 'twas smishinc spoken !- 
I'd Uve years of grief and pain 

To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 
By such benign, blessed sounds again. 





LOVE THEE, DEAREST 1 LOVE THEE ? 

OVE thee, dearest? love thee? 
Yes, by yonder star I swear, 
Which through tears above tlieu 

Shines so sadly fair ; 
Though often dim, 
With tears, like him, 
Tiike him my truth w^ill shine. 

And — love thee, dearest ? love tlicc^ ? 
Yes, till death I 'm thine. 



Leave thee, dearest ? leave thee ? 

No, that star is not more true ; 
When my vows deceive thee, 

He will wander too. 
A cloud of night 
May veil his hght, 
And death shall darken mine — 

But — ^leave thee, dearest? leave thee ? 
No, till death I'm thine. 

21 
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THE BOY OF THE ALPS. 

IGIITLY, Alpine rover, 
Tread the mountains over ; 
Rude is the path thou 'st yet to go ; 

Snow clifiB hanging o'er thee, 

Fields of ice before thee, 
While the hid tonxjut moans below. 
Hark, the deep thunder, 
Through the vales yonder I 
'T is the huge av'lanche downwai-d cast ; 

From rock to rock 

Rebounds the shock. 
But courage, boy ! the danger's past. 

Onward, youthful rover, 

Tread the glacier over, 
Safe shalt thou reach thy home at last. 
On, ere light forsake thee. 
Soon will dusk o'ertake thee : 
O'er yon ice-bridge lies thy way ! 

Now, for the risk prepare thee ; 

Safe it yet may bear thee. 
Though 'twill melt in morning's ray. 

Hark, that dread howling ! 

'Tis the wolf prowling, — 

Scent of thy track the foe hath got ; 

And cliff and shore 

Resound his roar. 
But courage, boy, — the danger's past ! 

Watching eyes have found thee. 

Loving arms are round thee. 
Safe hast thou reach'd thy father's cot 




I SAW THE MOOK RISE CLEAR. 



. SAW the moon rise clear 
J O'er bills and vales of snon 
\ Nor told my fleet rein-deer 
^ The traclt I winh'd to go. 
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Yet quick he bounded forth ; 

For well my rein-deer knew 
I Ve but one path on earth — 

The path which leads to you. 

The gloom that Winter cast 

How soon the heart forgets, 
TNTien Summer brings, at last, 

Her sun that never sets ! 
So dawn'd my love for you ; 

So, fix'd through joy and pain, 
Than summer sun more true, 

'Twill never set again. 





WHEN TO SAD MUSIC SILENT YOU LISTEN. 

J^^M^ HEN to sad Music silent you listen, 
T^/t And tears on those eyelids tremble like dew, 
i^X, Oh, then there dwells in those eyes as they glisten, 
^ A sweet holy charm that mirth never knew. 
But when some lively strain resounding 

Lights up the sunshine of joy on that brow, 
Then the young rein-deer o'er the hills bounding 
Was ne'er in its mirth so graceful as thou. 

When on the skies at midnight thou gazest, 
A lustre so pure thy features then wear, 
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That, when to some star that bright eye thou raiscst, 
We feel 'tis thy home thou'rt looking for there. 

But when the word for the gay dance is given, 
So buoyant thy spirit, so heartfelt thy mirth, 

Oh, then we exclaim, " Ne'er leave earth for heaven, 
But linger still here, to make heaven of earth." 




HER LAST WORDS AT PARTING. 




ER last w^ords at parting, how can I forget ? 
Deep treasured through life, in my heart they 
shall stay ; 
Like music, whose charm in the soul lingers yet, 
When its sounds from the car have long melted away. 
Let Fortune assail me, her threat'nings are vain ; 

Those still-breathing words shall my talisman be, — 
'' Eemember, in absence^ in sorrow, and pain^ 

There 's one heart, unchanging, that beats but for thee." 



From the desert's sw^eet well tho' the pilgrim must hie, 

Never more of that fresh-springing fountain to taste, 
He hath still of its bright drops a ti*easured supply, 

Whose sweetness lends life to his lips through the waste. 
So, dark as my fate is still doom'd to remain^ 

These words shaU my well in the wilderness be,^ 
" Eemember, in absence, in sorrow, and pain, 

There's one heart, unchanging, that beats but for thee." 




LET'S TAKE THIS WORLD AS SOME WIDE SCEME. 

1^ ET'S take this world as some wide scene. 

Through wliich, Id frail but buoyant boat, 
With skies now dark and now serene. 

Together thou and I must float ; 
Beholding oft, on cither shore. 

Blight spots where we should love to stay ; 
But Time plies swift his flying oar. 

And away we speed, away, away. 

Should chilling winds and rains come on, 

We'll raise our awning 'g^st the shower ; 
Sit closer till the storm is gone, 

And, smiling, wait a sunnier hour. 
And if that sunnier houi* should shine, 

We'll know its brightness cannot stay. 
But happy, while 'tis thine and mine, 

Complain not when it fade!) away. 

So shall we reach at kst that Fall 

Down which life's currents all must go, — 
The daik, the brilliant, destined all 

To sink into the Toid below. 
Nor ev'n that hour shall want its charms, 

If, side by side, stjll fond we keep. 
And calmly, in each other's arms 

Together link'd, go down the steep. 
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OH, DO NOT LOOK SO BRIGHT AND BLEST. 




H, do not look so bright and blest, 
For still there comes a fear, 
When brow like thine looks happiest, 
That grief is then most near. 
There lurks a dread in all delight, 

A shadow near each raj, 
That wanis us then to fear their flight, 

When most we wish their stav. 
Then look not thou so bright and blest, 

For ah ! there comes a fear, 
When brow like thine looks happiest, 
That giief is then most near. 



Wiiy is it thus that fairest things 

The soonest fleet and die ? — 
That when most light is on their wings. 

They *re then but spread to fly I 
And, sadder still, the pain will stay — 

The bliss no more appears ; 
As rainbows take their light away, 

And leave us but the tears ! 
Then look not thou so bright and blest, 

For ah ! there comes a fear, 
When brow like thine looks happiest, 

That grief is then most near. 




THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

t HOSE evening bells I those evening IfeUa ! 
How many a talc tbeir music tcUs, 
I Of youth, and home, and that sweet time, 
Wlien lost I henrd thcii- soothing chime. 
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Those joyous horn's are poas^d away ; 
And many a heart, that then was gay, 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, 
And hears no more those evening bells. 

And so 'twill be when I am gone ; 
That tuneful peal will still ring on, 
Wliile other bards shall walk these dells, 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells ! 




THE dr?:am of home. 




110 has not felt how sadlv sweet 

The dream of home, the dream of home, 
Steals o'er the heart, too soon to fleet, 
AVhon far o'er sea or land we roam ? 
Sunlight more soft may o'er us fall, 

To gi-eener shores our bark may come ; 
But far more bright, more dear than all, 
That dream of home, that dream of home. 

Ask of the sailor youth when far 

His light bark bounds o'er ocean's foam, 
WTiat charms him most, when ev'ning's star 

Smiles o'er the wave ? — to dream of home. 
Fond thoughts of absent friends and loves 

At that sweet hour around him come ; 
His heart's best joy where'er he roves. 

That dream of home, that dream of home. 
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THEY TELL ME THOU'RT THE FAVOURD GUEST. 




HEY tell me thou'rt the fayour'd guest 
Of ev'ry fair and brilliant throng ; 
No wit like thine to wake the jest, 

No voice like thine to breathe the song ; 
And none could guess, so gay thou art, 
That thou and I are far apart. 



Alas ! alas ! how diff'rent flows 
With thee and me the time away ! 

Not that I wish thee sad — ^heav'n knows ; 
Still if thou canst, be light and gay : 

I only know, that without thee 

The sun himself is dark to me. 

Do I thus haste to hall and bower. 
Among the proud and gay to shine ? 

Or deck my hair with gem and flower, 
To flatter other eyes than thine ? 

Ah, no ! with me love's smiles are past ; 

Thou hadst the first, thou hadst the last. 




STILL WHEN DAYLIGHT. 

O TILL when daylight o'er the wave 
Bright and soft its farewell gave, 
I used to hear, while light was falling. 
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OVt liic wave a awtt-t voiw culling, 
Mournfully at diHtancc calling. 

Ah '. once how bleat that maid would conic. 
To meet her aea-boj hnat'ning home ; 
And through the night those sounds ivi>eatin 
Hail his Wrk with joyoua grcctiug, 
Joyously his light bark grcetiug, 

]{ui, oni> and uight, when winds wcrc high, 
Nor oarth, nor heaven, could hear her ery. 
She saw his boat come tossing over 
Midnight's wave, — but not her lover ! 
Ko, never more her lovci'. 

And etiU that sad dream loth to leave. 
She comes with wand'ring mind at eve. 
And oft we hear, when night is falling. 
Faint her vnice through twilight i-alling, 
Moni-iifilUy at («'Ilii:ht nilling. 





THE FANCY KAlIt. 

OME, Diuitla anil youths, fur Iici-c wc si' 
(v* At) wondrous tilings of eartli anil aii 
V Wlmk-vir wild romancers tell, 

Or [XKts sing, or lovers swear. 
You'll find at this our Fancy Fail-. 

Keie eyes luv made like stars to sliiiie. 
And kqit, for years, in sueL repair, 

lliat ev'n when turu'd of thirty-nine. 
They'll lianlly look the worse for wear. 
If bought at this our Fancy Fair. 

We've lota of t«ars for hards to shower. 
And hearts that uneh ill usage hear. 

'I'liat. though they're broken cv'ry hour, 
They'll still in rhyme fresh breaking k-UJ 
If |jiu'(-hase<l at our I'liney Fair. 

As fiisliions change in ev'ry thing, 

We've goods to suit each season'tt air; 

Kienial fricuiLihips for the spring, 

.Vnd endless loves for summer wear. — 
All sold at this our Fancy Fair. 




THEY MAT RAIL AT THIS LIFE. 



r HEYmaj roil at tliislife — from the hour I began it, 
I found it a life full of kindness and bliss ; 

I Atiil, until tliey can show nic some happier planet. 
More swinl nntl bright, I'll cotilcni nic witli this. 
Vs lung lis the woi'ld lins sueh lijw niid sueli eves, 

As before nic this nionicnt eniiiplin'ol I J^fi', 
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Tliey may say what they will of then* orbs iu the skies. 
But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

In Mercury's star, where each moment can bring them 

New sunshine and wit from the fountain on high, 
Though the nymphs may have livelier poets to sing them, 

They Ve none, even there, more enamour'd than I ; 
And, as long as this harp can be waken'd to love, 

And that eye its divine inspiration shall be. 
They may talk as they will of their Edens above. 

But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

In that star of the west, by whose shadowy splendour 

At twilight so often weVe roamM through the dew, 
There are maidens, perhaps, who have bosoms as tender, 

And look, in their twilights, as lovely as you. 
But tho' they were even more bright than the queen 

Of that isle they inhabit in heaven's blue sea, 
As I never tliose fair young celestials have seen, 

Why — this earth is the planet for you, love, and inc. 

As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation, 

WTiere sunshine and smiles must be equally rare. 
Did they want a supply of cold hearts for that station, 

Heav'n knows we have plenty on earth we could spaix>. 
Oh ! think what a world we should have of it here. 

If the haters of peace, of affection, and glee, 
Were to fly up to Saturn's comfortless sphere. 

And leave earth to such spirits as you, love, and me. 
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THE DAY-DREAM. 




-^ IIEY both were hush'd, the voice, the chords,- 
J^ I heard but once that witching lay ; 
And few the notes, and few the words, 
My spell-bound memory brought away ; 

Traces remember'd here and there, 
Like echoes of some broken strain ; — 

Links of a sweetness lost in air, 
That nothing now could join again. 

Ev'n these, too, ere the morning, fled ; 

And though the charm still linger'd on. 
That o'er each sense her song had shed. 

The song itself was faded, gone ; — 

Gt)ne, like the thoughts that once were ours. 
On summer days, ere youth had set ; 

Thoughts bright, we know, as summer flowers, 
Though what they were, we now forget. 

In vain, with hints from other strains, 

I woo'd this truant air to come- 
As birds are taught, on Eastern plains, 

To lure their wilder kindred home. 

In vain : — the song that Sappho gave. 

In dying, to the mournful sea, 
Not muter slept beneath the wave, 

Than this within my memory. 
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At length, one morning, as I lay 

In that half-waking mood, when dreams 

Unwillingly at last give way 

To the full truth of daylight's beams, 

A face — ^the very face, methought. 

From which had breath'd, as from a shrine 

Of song and soul, the notes I sought — 
Came with its music close to mine ; 

And sung the long-lost measure o'er, — 
Each note and word, with every tone 

And look, that lent it life before, — 
All perfect, all again my own ! 

Like parted souls, when, mid the Blest 
They meet again, each widow'd sound 

Through memory's realm had wing'd in quest 
Of its sweet mate, till all were found. 

Nor even in waking did the clue. 

Thus strangely caught, escape again ; 

For never lark its matins knew 
So well as now I knew this strain. 

And oft, when memory's wondrous spell 
Is talk'd of in our tranquil bower, 

I sing this lady's song, and tell 
The vision of that morning hour. 





THE YOIINO MAY MOON. 

I rE young May moon is beaming, love. 

The glow-norm's lamp is gleaming, love, 
How sweet to rove 
Through Monin's grove. 
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When the drowsy world is dreaming, love ! 
Then awake ! — ^the heavens look bright, my deai% 
'Tis never too late for delight, my dear, 

And the best of all ways 

To lengthen onr days. 
Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear ! 



Now all the world is sleeping, love, 

But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love, 

And I, whose star, 

More glorious far, 
Is the eye from that casement peeping, love. 
Then awake ! — ^till rise of sun, my dear, 
The Sage's glass we'll shun, my dear, 

Or, in watching the flight 

Of bodies of light, 
He might happen to take thee for one, my dear. 




SOVEREIGN WOMAN. 



A BALLAD. 




HE dance was o'er, yet still in dreams 
That fury scene went on ; 
liikc clouds still flush'd with daylight gleams, 
Though day itself is gone. 
And gracefully, to music's sound, 
The same bright nymphs went gliding round ; 
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While thou, the Queen of all, wert there — 
The Fairest still, where all were fair. 

The dream then changed — in halls of state, 

I saw thee high enthroned ; 
While, ranged around, the wise, the great 

In thee their mistress own'd : 
And still the same, thy gentle sway 
O'er willing suhjects won its way — 
Till all confessed the Eight Divine 
To rule o'er man was only thine. 

But, lo I the scene now changed again — 

And home on plumed steed, 
I saw thee o'er the battle-plain 

Our land's defenders lead ; 
And stronger in thy beauty's charms. 
Than man, with countless hosts in arms, 
Thy voice, like music, cheer'd the Free, 
Thy veiy smile was victory I 

Nor reign such queens on thrones alone — 

In cot and court the same. 
Wherever woman's smile is known, 

Victoria's still her nama 
For though she almost blush to reign. 
Though Love's own flow'rets wreath the chain, 
Disguise our bondage as we will, 
'TIS woman, woman, rules us still. 
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SONG OF THE POCOCURANTE SOCIETY. 

Haud curat Hippoclides.— Erasm. Adag. 

O those we love we've drank to-night ; 

But now attend, and stai^e not, 
While I the ampler list recite 

Of those for whom Wk cahe not. 

For royal men, howe'er they fi-own, 
If on their fronts they bear not 

That noblest gem that decks a crown, 
The People's love — We cabe not. 

For slavish men, who bend beneath 

A despot yoke, yet dare not 
Pronounce the will, whose very breath 

Would rend its links — ^^Ve cabe not. 

For priestly men, who covet sway 

And wealth, though they declare not ; 

Who point, like finger-posts, the way 
They never go — We cabe not. 

For martial men, who on their sword, 

Howe'er it conquers, wear not 
The pledges of a soldier's word, 

Eedeem'd and pure — We cabe not. 

For legal men, who plead for wrong, 
And, though to lies they swear not. 

Are hardly better than the throng 
Of those who do — We cabe not. 
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For courtly men, who feed upon 
The land, like gniba, and spare not 

The emallest leaf, where they can Hun 
Their cr&wling limbs — We cabjb not. 

For wealthy men, who keep their mines 
In darkness hid, and share not 

The paltry ore with lum who pines 
In honest wont — Wr casb not. 

For prudent men, who hold the power 
Of Love aloof, and bare not 

Their hearts in any guardless hour 
To Beauty's shaft — We cabe not. 



^or all, in short, on land oi 
In camp or court, who a 



When 
Goodn 



e'er will be 
n and true — We cabe 





REASON, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY. 

J, „ Jk EASON, and Folly, and Beauty, they say, 
[F-» JE Went on a party of pleasure one day ; 

Folly plny'd 

Around the maid. 
The bells of his cap rung merrily out i 
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While Beason took 

To his sermon-book — 
Oh ! which was the pleasanter no one need doubt, 
Which was the pleasanter no one need doubt. 

Beantjy who likes to be thought very sage, 
Tum'd for a moment to Beason's dull page, 

TiU Folly said, 

" Look here, sweet maid !" — 
The sight of his cap brought her back to herself; 

While Beason read 

His leaves of lead, 
With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf ! 
No, — ^no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 

Then Beason grew jealous of Folly's gay cap ; 
Had he that on, he her heart might entrap— . 

" There it is," 

Quoth Folly, " old quiz ! " 
(Folly was always good-natured, 'tis said.) 

" Under the sun 

There's no such fun, 
As Beason with my cap and bells on his head, 
Beason with my cap and bells on his head ! " 

But Beason the head-dress so awkwardly wore, 
That Beauty now liked him still less than before ; 

"SVTiile Folly took 

Old Beason's book. 
And twisted the leaves in a cap of such ton, 

That Beauty vow'd 

(Though not aloud). 
She liked him still better in that than his own. 
Yes, — ^liked him still better in that than his own. 
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ALONE IN CROWDS TO WANDER ON. 

LONE in crowds to wander on. 
And feel that all the charm is gone 
Which voices dear and eyes heloved 
Shed round us once, where'er we roved — 
This, this the doom must be 
Of all whoVe loved, and lived to see 
The few bright things they thought would stay 
Por ever near them, die away. 

Tho' fidrer forms around us throng, 

Their smiles to others all belong. 

And want that charm which dwells alone 

Bound those the fond heart calls its own. 

Where, where the sunny brow ? 

The long-known voice — ^where are they now ? 

Thus ask I still, nor ask in vain, 

The silence answers all too plain. 

Oh, what is Fancy's magic worth. 
If all her art cannot call forth 
One bliss like those we felt of old 
From lips now mute, and eyes now cold ? 
No, no, — ^her speD is vain, — 
As soon could she bring back again 
Those eyes themselves from out the grave, 
As wake again one bliss they gave. 
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THE INDUN BOAT. 




WAS midnight dark ; 
The seaman's hark 
Swift o'er the waters hore him, 
WTien, through the night, 
He spied a Hght 
Shoot o'er the wave before him. 
'' A sail ! a sail ! " he cries ; 

** She comes from the Indian shore, 
And to-night shall be our prize. 
With her freight of golden ore : 
Sail on ! sail on ! " 
When morning shone. 
He saw the gold still clearer ; 
But, though so fast 
The waves he pass'd. 
That boat seem'd never the nearer. 



Bright daylight came. 

And still the same 
Hich bark before him floated ; 

^Tiile on the prize 

His wishful eyes 
Like any young lover's doatcd : 
" More sail 1 more sail ! " he cries, 

While the waves o'ertop the mast ; 
And his bounding galley flies, 
Like an arrow before the blast. 

24 
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Thus on, and on, 

Till day Mras gone. 
And the moon through heaven did hie lier. 

He swept the main, 

But all in vain, 
That hoat eeem'd never the nigher. 

And many a day 

To night gave way, 
And many a mom succeeded : 

While stiU his flight, 

Through day and night, 
That restless mariner speeded. 
Who knows — ^who knows what seas 

He is now careering o'er ? 
Behind, the eternal hreeze. 

And that mocking bark, before ! 

For, oh, till sky 

And earth shall die, 
And iheir death leave none to rue it, 

That boat must flee 

O'er the boundless sea, 
And that ship in vain pursue it. 





A TWrLrOHT. 



"VJ'OW nearly flcJ was siiiiset'ti ticlit, 
Leaving but ho mueh of itn bonni 
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As gave to objects, late so briglit, 

The colouring of a shadowy dream ; 
And there was still where Day had set 

A flush that spoke him loth to die — 
A last link of liis glory yet, 

Binding together eartli and sky. 
Say, why is it that twilight best 
Becomes even brows the loveliest? 
That dimness, with its softening touch. 

Can bring out grace, unfelt before. 
And charms we ne'er can see too much, 

\\Tien seen but half enchant the more ? 
Alas ! it is that every joy 
In fulness finds its worst alloy, 
And half a bliss, but hoped or guess'd. 
Is sweeter than the whole possess'd ; — 
That Beauty, when least shone upon, 

A creature most ideal grows : 
And there's no light from moon or sun 

Like that Imagination throws ; — 
It is, alas ! that Fancy shrinks 

Ev'n from a bright reahty, 
And turning inly, feels and thinks 

Far heav'nlier things than e'er will be. 
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OAZEL. 

ASTE, Maami, the spring is nigh ; 
Ah-eady, in the* unopcn'd flowers 
That sleep around ns^ Fancy's eye 
Can see the blush of future bowers ; 
And joy it brings to thee and me, 
My own beloved Maami ! 

The streamlet frozen on its way, 

To feed the marble Founts of Kings, 

Now, loosen'd by the vernal ray, 
Upon its path exulting springs — 

As doth this bounding heart to thee. 

My ever blissful Maami ! 

Such bright hours were not made to stay ; 

Enough if they a while remain. 
Like Irem's bowers, that fade away. 

From time to time, and come again, 
And life shall all one Irem be 
For UP, my gentle Maami ! 

O haste ! for this impatient heart 
Is like the rose in Yemen's vale, 

That rends its inmost leaves apait 
With passion for tlie nightingale ; 

So languishes this soul for thee, 

My bright and blushing Maami ! 
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CUPID'S LOTTERY. 

LOTTERY, a Lottery, 

In Cupid's Court there used to be ; 

Two roguish eyes 

The highest prize 
In Cupid's scheming Lottery ; 

And kisses, too, 

As good as new, 
'VMiich weren't very hard to win. 

For he who won 

The eyes of fun 
Was sui'e to have the kisses in. 

A Lottery, a Lottery, <fec. 

This Lottery, this Lottery, 
In Cupid's Court went merrily, 

And Cupid play'd 

A Jewish trade 
In this his scheming Lottery ; 

For hearts, we're told. 

In shares he sold 
To many a fond believing drone. 

And cut the hearts 

So well in parts, 
That each believed the whole his own. 



Chor. — A Lottery, a Lottery, 

In Cupid's Court there used to be ; 
Two roguish eyes 
The highest prize 
III Cupid's scheming Lottery. 



SHODLD THOSE FOND HOPES. 

JilULIJ) those fond hopes e'er forsake thee, 
^Vdich now ao aweetljr thy heart employ ; 
'hiulA the cold world come to vroke thee 
l")cm all thy visions of youth and joy ; 
Should the gay friends, for whom thou wouldst hauish 

Him who once thought thy young heart hia own, 
All, like Bpring birds, fiilsely vanish. 

And leave thy winter unheeded and lone ; — 

Oh ! 'tis then that he thou hast slighted 

Would come to cheer thee, when all eeem'd o'er ; 
Then the truant, lost and blighted, 

Would to his bosom be taken once more. 
Like that dear bird we both can remember. 

Who left us while summer shone round, 
But, when chill'd by bleak December, 

On our threshold a welcome still found. 




WHEN LOVE, WHO RULED. 

'HEN Love, who ruled as AJmiral o\ 

Hia rosy mother's tales of light, 
Was cruising off the Faptuan shore, 
A sail at suaaet hove in sight. 
" A chase, a chase 1 mjr Cupids all," 
Siud Love, the little Admiral. 

Alofl the tviagod sailors sprung, 

And, swarming up the mast like bees. 

The snow-white sails cipnnding flung. 
Like brood magnolias to the breeze. 

" Yo ho I yo ho ! my Cupids all ! " 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

The chase was o'er — the bark was caught, 
The winged crew her freight explored ; 

And found 'twas just as Love had thought. 
For all was contraband aboard. 

" A pri^e ! a prize ! my Cupids all ! " 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

Safe stow'd in many a package there. 
And labell'd slyly o'er, as " Glass," 

Were lots of all th' illegal ware 

Love's Custom-House forbids to pass. 

" O'erhftul, o'erhaul ! mj Cupids all ! " 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

False curls they found, of every hue. 
With rosy blushes ready made ; 

And teeth of ivory, good as new. 
For vetoraiis in the smiling tra«le. 




" Ho ho ! ho ho ! mj CnpiilB all ! " 
Said Love, the little Admiral. 
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Mock sighs, too, — ^kept in bags for use, 
I^ike breezes bought of Lapland soew, — 

Tiay ready here to be let loose, 

Wlicn wanted, in young spinsters* ears. 

** Ila htt ! ha ha I ray Cupids all ! " 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

False papers next on board were found,. 

Sham invoices of flames and darts, 
Pi-ofessedly for Faphos bound, 

But meant for Hymen's golden mart«. 
** For 8!iame, for shame ! my Cupids all ! '' 
Said Love, the little Admiral. 

Nay, still to every fraud awake, 

Those pirates all Love's signals know, 

And hoisted oft his flag, to make 
Itich wards and heiresses bring-fo. 

" A foe, a foe ! my Cupids all ! " 

Said Ix)ve, the little Admiral. 

*• This must not be," the boy exclaims 
•* In vain I rule the Paphian seas. 

If Love and Beauty's sovereign nanios 
Are lent to cover frauds like these. 

Prepare, prepare ! my Cupids all ! '* 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 

Each Cupid stood with lighted match — 
A broadside struck the smuggling foe. 

And swept the whole unhallow'd batch 
Of falsehood to the depths below. 

" Huzza, huzza ! my Cupids all ! '' 

Said Love, the little Admiral. 
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WHAT SHALL I SING THEE f 



lu 




HAT Bhall I sing thee ? Shall I toll 
Of that bright hour, roinemborM well 
As though it shone but yesterdav, 
When, loitering idly in the ray 
Of a spring sun, I heard, overhead , 
My nanie as by some spirit said, 
And, looking up, saw two bright eyes 

Above nie from a casement shine, 
Dazzlii^g my mind with such surprise 
Ad they, who sail beyond the Line, 
Feel when new stars above them rise : — 
And it was thine, the voice that spoke. 

Like Ariel's, in the mid-air then ; 
And thine the eve, whose lustre broke — 
Never to be forgot again I 



What shall I sing thee ? Shall I weave 
A song of that sweet summer eve, 
(Summer, of which the sunniest part 
Was that we, each, had in the heart,) 
When thou and I, and one like thee. 

In life and beauty, to the sound 
Of our own breathless minstrelsy, 

Danced till the sunlight faded round, 
Ourselves the whole ideal Ball, 
Lights, music, company, and all ! 
Oh, 'tis not in the languid strain 

Of lute like mine, whose day is past, 
To call up even a dream again 

Of the fresh light those moments cast ! 
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SPIRIT OF JOY. 

PIRIT of Joy, thy altar lies 

In youthful hearts that hope like mine ; 
And 'tis the light of laugliing eyes 
That leads us to thy fairy shrine. 
There if we find the sigh, the tear, 

They are not those to Soitow known ; 
But breath so soft, and drops so clear. 

That Bliss may claim them for her own. 
Then give me, give me, while I weep. 

The sanguine hope that brightens woe. 
And teaches e'en our tears to keep 
The tinge of pleasure as they flow. 

The child who sees the dew ot night 

Upon the spangled hedge at mom. 
Attempts to catch the drops of light, 

But wounds his finger with the thom. 
Thus oft the brightest joys we seek 

Ai-e lost, when touched, and turn'd to pain ; 
The flush they kindled leaves the check. 

The tears they waken long remain. 

But give me, give me, <fec. <fcc. 




.^m»*. 



IF THOU WOULDST HAVE ME SINO AND PI.AY 



J F thou nuuldst hare me sing and piny 
I As once I play'd and sung, 
( First take this time-worn lute nwaj, 
V And bring one freahly strung. 
' Call hack the time when Pleosurc'e sigli 

First brcath'd among the strings ; 
And Time himself, in flitting by. 

Made music with his wings. 

But how is this ? Though new the lule, 

And shining fresh the chords. 
Beneath this hand they slumber mute, 

Or speak but dreamy words. 
In vain I seek the soul that dwelt 

Within that once sweet shell, 
Which told so warmly what it felt, 

And felt what nought could lell. 

Oh, ask not then for passion's lay, 

From lyre so eoldly stnmg ; 
With this I ne'er ean sing or play. 

As enee T play'd and sung. 
No, bring that long-loved lute again, — 

Though chill'd by years it be, 
Tf thou wilt call the slumb'ring strain, 

'Twill wake again for thee. 
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Though time have fi-ozeii the tuueful strcaiii 

Of thoughts that gushM along, 
One look from thee, like summer's beam, 

Will thaw them into song. 
Then give, oh give, that wak'ning ray ; 

And, once more blithe and young, 
Thy bard again will sing and play 

As once he play'd and sung. 




^•m^ 



THOU ART, GOD. 

" The day is thine, the night also is thine: thou hast prepared the light 
and the sun. 

" Thou hast set all the borders of the earth : 'thou hast made summer and 
winter." — Psa/m Ixxiv. 16, 17. 

^HOU art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 




Its glow by day, its smile by night, 
Are but reflections caught from Thee. 
"Wliere'er we turn, Thy glories shine. 
And all things fair and bright are Thine ! 

When Day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the op'ning clouds of Even, 

And we can almost think we gaze 
Through golden vistas into heaven — 

Those hues that make the Sun's decline 

So soft, so radiant, Lobd ! are Thine. 



Wlieii Niglil, witli wiiigH of slaiTj- gloom, 

O'trahftdows oil tlic earth and skica. 
Ijkc Bonic dark, beauteous bird, whose phir 




Is sparkling with uiinumber'd eyes — 
That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 
So grand, no countless. Lord ! arc Thine. 
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Wlion youthful Spring around us brcollies. 

Tliy Spirit iramia her fragrant sigh ; 
And every flower the summer wrcftthcs 

Is bom beneath that kindling eye. 
"Where'er we turn, thy glories ehine. 
And all things fair and bright ore Thine ! 




ELOOME, sweet bird, through the sunny nir 
_ winging, 

y Swift hast thou come o'er tlie far-shining sea. 
6iC5 Like Seba'a dove, on thy snowy neck bringing 
Dve'a written vows from my lover to me. 
Oh, in thy al)scnee, what hours did I number ! — 

Saying oft, " Idle bird, how could ho rest?" 

But thou art come at last ; take now thy slumber. 

And lull tliee in dreams of all thou lov'st best. 

Yet dost (hou droop — even now while I utter 

Lore's hnppy welcome, thy pulse dies away ; 
Cheer thee, ray bird — were it life's ebbing flutter. 

This fondling bosom should woo it to stay. 
But no — thou'rt dying — thy last toak is over — 

Farewell, sweet martyr to Love and to me 1 
The smiles thou haat waken'd by news from my lover. 

Will now all be tiimM into weejiing for thee. 
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SONG. 

HOUGH sacred the tie that our counti-y entwinetb, 
And dear to the heart her remembrance re- 
mains, 
Yet dark are the ties where no liberty sliineth, 
Ajid sad the remembrance that slavery stains. 
O Liberty, born in the cot of the peasant. 
But dying of languor in luxury's dome, 
Our vision, when absent — our gloiy, when present — 
\Miere thou art, O Lilierty ! there is my home. 

Farewell to the land where in childhood I wander'd ! 

In vain is she mighty, in vain is she brave ; 
Unbless'd is the blood that for tyrants is squander'd. 

And Fame has no wreaths for the brow of the slave. 
But hail to thee, Albion ! who meet'st the commotion 

Of Europe, as calm as tliy cliffs meet the foam ; 
With no bonds but the law, and no slave but the ocean. 

Hail, Temple of Liberty ! thou art my home. 
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COME, PLAY UE THAT SIMPLE AIR AQAIN. 



tm 



m 



OME, play me that simple air again) 

I naed eo to lore, io life's young day. 
And bring, if thou canst, the dreams that then 
Were waken'd by that sweet lay. 
The lender gloom its strain 

Shed o'er Ihe heart and brow. 

Grief's sliadow, without its pmn — 

Say where, where is it now ? 



But play me the wull-knon-n air once more. 
For thoughts of youth still haunt its strain, 

Like dreams of some f&r, fairy diore 
Wc never ahall see Again. 

Sweet air, how every note brings bock 

Some snnny hope, some day-dream bright. 

That, shining o'er life's early track, 
Fill'd ev'n its tears with light ! 

The new-found life that came 

With love's first eeho'd vow ; — 
The lear, the bliss, the shame — 
Ah — where, where are they now ? 
Hut still the same loved notes prolong, 

For sweet 't were thus, to that old lay, 
111 th-eams of youth and love and song, 
To breathe life's hoiu' away. 
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AWAKE, ARISE, THY LIGHT IS COME. 




WAKE, arise, thy light is come ; 

The nations, that hefore outshone thee, 
Now at thy feet lie dark and diimh — 

The glory of the Lobd is on thee ! 



Arise — the Gentiles to thy ray 

From ev'ry nook of earth shall cluster ; 
And kings and princes haste to pay 

Their homage to thy rising lustre. 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 

O'er foreign fields, o'er farthest waters, 

Thy exiled sons return to thee. 

To thee return thy home-sick daughtei's. 

And camels rich, from Midian's tents. 

Shall lay their treasures down before thee ; 

And Saba bring her gold and scents, 
To fill thy air and sparkle o'er thee. 

See, who are these that, like a cloud, 

Ai*e gathering from all earth's dominions, 

Like doves, long absent, when allowed 

Homeward to shoot their trembling pinions. 

Surely the isles shall wait for me. 

The ships of Tarshish round will hover, 
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To bring thy s<)ns across the sea, 
And waft their gold and »ilver over. 

And Lebanon thy pomp shall grace — 
The fir, the pine, the palm victorious 

Shall beautify our Holy Place, 

And make the ground I tread on glorious. 

No more shall Discord haunt thy ways, 
Xor ruin waste thy cheerless nation ; 

But thou shalt call thy portals, Praise, 
And thou shalt name thy walls, Salvation. 

The sun no more shall make thee bright. 
Nor moon shall lend her lustre to thee ; 

But God Himself shall be thy Light, 
And flash eternal glory through thee. 

The sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from Heaven itself descended, 
Shall light thy everlasting crown — 

Thy days of mourning all are ended. 

My own, elect, and righteous Land ! 

The Branch, for ever green and vernal, 
AMiich I have planted with this hand — 

Live thou shalt in Tjife Etenial. 





ice A Grecian maiden wove 
Her garland mid the summer bow'ra, 
Tliere stood a youth, with ejea of love, 
To watch her while she wTCath'd the flow' 
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The youth was skilFd in Painting*s art, 
But ne'er had studied woman's brow. 

Nor knew what magic hues the heart 
Can shed o'er Nature's charms, till now. 

CHORUS. 

Blest be Love, to whom we owe 
All that 's fair and bright below. 



His hand had pictured many a ix)se, 

And sketch'd the rays that light the brook ; 
But what were these, or what were those, 

To woman's blush, to woman's look ? 
" Oh, if such magic pow'r there be. 

This, this," he cried, " is all my prayer. 
To paint that living light I see, 

And fix the soul that sparkles there." 

Jlis prayer, as soon as breath'd, was heard ; 

His pallet, touch'd by Love, grew warm, 
And Fainting saw her hues transfen*'d 

From lifeless flow'rs to woman's form. 
Still as from tint to tint he stole. 

The fair design shone out the more ; 
And there was now a life, a soul, 

AMiere only colours glow'd before. 

Then first carnations leam'd to speak, 
And lilies into life were brought ; 

\\1iile, mantling on the maiden's cheek. 
Young rosoB kindled into thought. 
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Then hyacinths their darkest dyes 
Upon the locks of Beauty threw : 

And violets, transformed to eyes, 
Enshrined a soul within their hlue. 

CHORUS. 

Blest he Love, to whom we owe 
All that 's fair and hnght helow. 
Song was cold and Painting dim 
Till Song and Painting learn'd from liira. 




JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEETING ! 




HISP'KINGS, heard hy wakeful maids, 

To whom the night-stars guide us ; 
Stolen walks through moonlit shades, 
With those we love hcside us. 
Hearts heating. 
At meeting ; 
Tears starting, 
At parting ; 
Oh, sweet youth, how soon it fades ! 
Sweet joys of youth, how fleeting ! 
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■\Vand'ringB far awaj from home, 

With life all new before us ; 
Greetings warm, when home we come. 
From hearta whose prayers walch'd o'er u 
Tears Btarting, 
At parting ; 
Hearts healing. 
At meeting ; 
Oh, Bweot youth, how lost on some ! 
To some, how hright ami fleeting I 
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WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 




HEN first I met thee, warm and young, 

There shone such truth about thee, 
And on thy lip such promise hung, 
I did not dare to doubt thee. 
I saw thee change, yet still relied, 
Still clung with hope the fonder, 
And thought, though false to all beside. 
From me thou couldst not wander. 
But go, deceiver ! go ; 

The heart whose hopes could make it 
Trust one so false, so low. 

Deserves that thou shouldst break it. 



WTien every tongue thy follies named, 

I fled the unwelcome story ; 
Or found, in even the faults they blamed. 

Some gleams of future glory. 
/ still was true, when nearer friends 

Conspired to wrong, to slight thee ; 
The heart that now thy falsehood rends 
Would then have bled to right thee. 
But go, deceiver ! go, — 

Some day, perhaps, tliou'lt waken 
From pleasui-e's dream, to know 
The griof of hearts forsaken. 



Even now, though youth its bloom has shed, 

No lights of age adorn thee : 
The few, who loved thee once, have fled. 

And they, who flatter, scorn thee. 

27 
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Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves, 

No genial ties enwreath it ; 
The smiling there, like light on graves. 
Has rank cold hearts hcneath it. 
Go — ^go— though worlds were thine, 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour. 

And days may come, thou false one ! yet, 

When even those ties shall sever ; 
When thou wilt call, with vain regret, 

On her thou'st lost for ever ; 
On her who, in thy fortune's faU, 

With smiles had still received thee, 
And gladly died to prove thee all 
Her fancy first heheved thee. 
Go — go— 'tis vain to curse, 

'T is weakness to uphraid thee ; 
Hate cannot wish thee worse 

Than guilt and shame have made tliee. 
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THERE'S SOMETHING STRANGE. 
(a buffo song.) 

HEBE'S something strange, I know not what, 

Come o'er me, 
Some phantom IVe for ever got 

Before me. 
I look on high, and in the sky 

'Tis shining; 
On earth, its light with all things bright 

Seems twining. 
In vain I try this goblin's spells 

To sever ; 
Go where I will, it i-ound me dwells 

For ever. 

And then what tricks by day and night 

It plays me ; 
In ev'ry shape the wicked sprite 

Waylays me. 
Sometimes like two bright eyes of blue 

'Tis glancing; 
Sometimes like feet, in sUppei-s neat, 

Comes dancing. 
Bj whispers round of every sort 

I'm taunted. 
Xever was mortal man, in short, 

So haunted. 



1 
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THEN FIRST FROM LOVE. 




HEN first from Love, in Nature's bow're, 

Did Fainting learn her fairy skill, 
And cull the hues of loveliest flow'rs, 

To picture woman lovelier still. 
For vain was every radiant hue, 
Till Passion lent a soul to art, 
And taught the punter, ere he drew, 
To fij[ the model in his heart. 



Thus smooth his toil awhile went on, 

Till, lo, one touch his art defies ; 
The brow, the lip, the blushes shone, 

But who could dare to paint those eyes ? 
T was all in vain the painter strove ; 

So turning to that boy divine, 
" Here take," he said, " the pencil, Love, 

No hand should paint such eyes but thine." 




i 
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THE RUSSIAN LOVEB. 



"ClUEETLY o'er the moonlit am 
Speed we to my liuly's Iww'i' 
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Swift our sledge as lightning goes, 
Xor shall stop till morning's hour. 

Bright, my steed, the northern star 
Lights us from yon jewell'd skies ; 

But, to greet us, brighter far, 
Mom shall bring my lady's eyes. 

Lovers, lull'd in sunny bow'rs, 

Sleeping out their dream of time, 
Know not half the bliss that's ours, 

In this snowy, icy clime. 
Like yon star that hvelier gleams 

From the frosty heavens around, 
liove himself the keener beams 

A\Tien with snows of coyness crown 'd. 

Fleet then on, my merry steed ; 

Bound, my sledge, o'er hill and dale ;- 
What can match a lover's speed ? 

See, 'tis daylight, breaking pale ! 
Brightly hath the northern star 

Lit us from yon radiant skies ; 
But, behold, how brighter far 

Yonder shine my lady's eyes ! 
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I'D MOURN THE HOPES. 




'D mouiii the hopes that leave me, 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 
I'd weep when friends deceive me, 

If thou wert, like them, untnie. 
But while IVe thee before me, 

With heart so warm and eyes so bright, 
No clouds can linger o'er me — 

That smile turns them all to light. 

'Tis not in fate to harm me, 

While fate leaves thy love to me ; 
T is not in joy to charm me. 

Unless joy be shared with thee. 
One minute's dream about thee 

Were worth a long, an endless year 
Of waking bliss without thee, 

My own love, my only dear ! 

And though the hope be gone, love, 

That long sparkled o'er our way. 
Oh ! we shall journey on, love. 

More safely, without its ray. 
Far better lights shall win me 

Along the path I 've yet to roam : — 
The mind that bums within me. 

And pure smiles from thee at home. 
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Thus when the lamp that lighted 

The traveller at first goes out. 
He feels awhile benighted, 

And looks rouud in fear and doubt. 
But soon, the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless starlight on he treads. 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 

As that light which Heaven sheds. 



WREATH THE BOWL. 




KK ATH the howl 

With flowers of soul, 
'Mio brightest Wit can find us 
We'll take a flight 
Ton-'rds heaven to-uig)il. 
And leave dull earth behind us. 
Should Lore amid 
The wreaths be hid. 
That Joy, th' enchanter, brings as 
No danger fear, 
\Vhile wine is near — 
We'll di-own him if he slingn us ; 
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Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find lis ; 
We'll take a flight 
Tow'rds heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us. 

T was nectai' fed 

Of old, 'tis said, 
Their Junes, Joves, ApoUos ; 

And man may brew 

His nectar too — 
The rich i-eceipt's as follows : 

Take wine like this, 

Let looks of bliss 
Ai'ound it well be blended, 

Then bring Wit's beam 

To warm the stream, 
And there's your nectar, splendid I 

So wreath the bowl * 

With flowers of soul, 
The brightest Wit can find us ; 

We'll take a flight 

Tow'rds heaven to-night, 
And leave dull earth behind us. 

Say, why did Time 

His glass sublime 
Fill up with sands unsightly, 

Wlien wine, he knew, 

Rmis brisker through 
And sparkles far more brightly ? 

Oh, lend it us, 

And, smiling thus, 

2fi 
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Tlio glass in two we'll sev«r; 
Make pleasure glide 
In double tide. 

And fill both ends for ever ! 
Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us ; 
Well take a Sight 
Tow'rds heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind iin. 




219 




BERMUDA. 

ELIE\^ me, Lady, when the zephyrs bland 
Floated our bark to this enchanted land, — 
These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown, 
Like studs of emerald o'er a silver zone, — 

Not all the charm that ethnic fancy gave 

To blessed arbours o'er the western wave. 

Could wake a dream, more soothing or sublime. 

Of bowers ethereal, and the Spirit's clime. 

Bright rose the morning, every wave was still, 
When the first perfume of a cedar hill 
Sweetly awaked us, and, with smiling charms, 
The fairy harbour woo'd us to its arms. 
Grently we stole, before the whisp'ring wind, 
Through plantain shades, that roimd, like awnings, twined 
And kiss'd on either side the wanton sails, 
Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales ; 
While, far reflected o'er the wave serene. 
Each wooded island shed so soft a green 
That the enamour'd keel, with whisp'ring play, 
Through liquid herbage seem'd to steal its way. 

Never did weary bark more gladly glide. 
Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide ! 
Along the margin, many a shining dome. 
White as the palace of a Lapland gnome, 
Brighten'd the wave ; — in every myrtle grove 
Secluded bashful, like a shrine of love, 
Some elfin mansion sparkled through the shade ; 
And, while the foliage interposing play'd, 
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Lending the scene an ever-changing grace, 
Fancy would love, in glimpses vague, to trace 
The flowery capital, the shall, the porch, 
And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 
Lighted me hack to all the glorious days 
Of Attic genius ; and I seem'd to gaze 
On marhle, from the rich Fentelic mount, 
Gracing the umhrage of some Naiad's fount. 




SLUMBER, OH SLUMBER. 




LUMBER, oh slumher ; if sleeping thou mak*st 
My heart heat so wildly, I'm lost if thou wak'st." 
Thus sung I to a maiden, 

Who slept one summer's day, 
And, like a flower o'erladen 
With too much sunshine, lay. 
Slumher, oh slumber. <fec. 
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Breathe not, oh breathe not, ye winds, o'er her cheeks ; 
If mute thus she charm me, I 'm lost when she speaks." 
Thus sing I, while, awaking, 

She murmurs words that seem 
As if her lips were taking 

Farewell of some sweet dream. 

Breathe not, oh bi-eathe not, &c. 




WHEN TWILIGHT DEWS. 




oft 



I1;N twilight dews are Ming soft 
HpoD tho rosy sea, love, 
II &teh the star, whose beam bo 
lias lighted me to thee, love. 
And thou too, on that orb so dear, 

BoHt oflcn gaze at even, 
And think, though lost for ever here, 
Thou'U vet be mine in henvpTi. 



There's not a gnitlen walk I treat]. 

There's not a flow'r I see, love. 
But brings to mind some hope that's floil, 

Some joy that's gone with thee, love. 
An<l still I wish that hour woe near, 

'WTien, fi-ienda and foea forgiven, 
The painn, the ilia we've wept through liere, 

Mav turn to smiles in heaven. 



OH 1 ARBANMOBE. LOVED ARBANMOKK. 




II ! Airanniore, loved An'anniore, 
How ah I dream of thee, 
And of those days when, by thy shore, 
I wander'd young and free I 
Full many a path I've tried, since then, 
Through Pleasure's flowery maze, 
it ne'er could Rnd the bliss again 
I felt in those sweet days. 



How blithe upon thy breezy cliBe 
At sunny mom I've stood, 

With heart as bounding as the ^iffs 
That danced along thy flood ! 
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Or, when the westeni wave grew bright 
With daylight's parting wing, 

Have sought that Eden in its light 
Which dreaming poets sing;— 

That Eden where th' immortal brave 

Dwell in a land serene, — 
Whose bow'rs beyond the shining wave, 

At sunset, oft are seen. 
Ah dream too full of sadd'ning truth ! 

Those mansions o'er the main 
Are like the hopes I built in youth, — 

As sunny and as vain ! 




THEN, FARE THEE WELL. 




HEN, fare thee well, my own dcai* love, 
This world has now for us 
No greater grief, no pain above 
The pain of parting thus, 

Dear love ! 
The pain of parting thus. 

Had we but known, since first we met. 
Some few short hours of bliss, 
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We mighty in numbering them, forget 
The deep, deep pain of this, 

Dear love ! 
The deep, deep pain of this. 

But no, alas ! we've never seen 
One glimpse of Pleasure's ray, 

But still there came some cloud between, 
And chased it all away, 

Dear love ! 
And chased it all awav. 

Yet, ev'n could those sad moments last, 

Far dearer to my heart 
Were hours of grief, together past. 

Than years of mirth apart, 
Dear love ! 

Than ycant of mirth apart. 

Farewell ! our hope was bom in feara. 
And nursed 'mid vain regrets ; 

Like winter suns, it rose in teaj*s, 
Like them in teai^s it sets, 

Dear love ! 
Like them in tears it sets. 



j 
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GUESS, GUESS. 




LOVE a niftiil, a mystic maid^ 

WTiosc fonn no eyes but mine can soo ; 
She comes in light, she comes in shailo, 

And beautiful in both is she. 
Her shape in dreams I oft behold, 

And oft she whispers in my ear 
Such words as when to others told, 

Awake the sigh, or wring the tear :-- 
Then guess, guess, who she, 
The lady of my love, may be. 



I find the lustre of her brow 

Come o'er me in niv darkest wavs ; 
And feel as if her voice, ev*n now, 

Wera echoing far off my lays. 
There is no scene of joy or woe 

But she doth gild with influence bright ; 
And shed o'er all so rich a glow, 

As makes ev'n tears seem full of light : 
Then guess, guess, who she, 
The lady of my love, may be. 



V^.f 
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THI3 LIFE IS ALL CHEQCER'D WITH PLEASURES AND 



flHIS life is all chequer*!! with pleasures and voes-, 
That chase one another like waves of the deep,— 
■V'^.ll ^ • Each brighdj or darklj, as onirard it flows, 
^^^J^^j^ BeflectiDg our eyes, as they spaiUe or weep. 
So closely our irhims on our miseries tread. 

That the laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried ; 
And, as fiist oa the rain-drop of Pity is shed. 

The goose-plumage of Folly can turn it aude. 
But pledge me the cup — if existence would cloy. 
With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise, 
Be ours the light Soirow, half-sister to Joy, 

And the light, brilliant Folly that flashes and dies. 

^^'hcn Hylas was sent with his urn to the fount, 

Through fields full of light, and with heart full of play. 
Light rambled the boy, over meadow and mount. 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way. 
Thus many, like me, who in youth should have tasted 

The fountain that runs by Fhilosophy's shiine. 
Their time with the flowers on the margin have wasted, 

And left their tight ums all as empty as mine. 
But pledge me the goblet ; — while Idleness weaves 

These flow'rets together, should Wisdom but see 
One bright drop or two that haa fall'n on the leaves. 

From her founUun divine, 'tis sufficient for mc. 
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FAKEWELL !— BUT WHENEVER YOU WELCOME THE HOUR. 




AREWELL! — but whenever vou welcome the 

hour, 
That awakens the night-song of mirth in your 

bower, 

Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too. 
And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you. 
His griefs may return, not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have brighten'd his pathway of pain, 
But he ne'er will forget the shoi^ vision, that threw 
Its enchantment around him, while lingering with you. 

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up 

To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cu|), 

Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright, 

My soul, happy friends, shall be with you that niglit ; 

Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wilcj^, 

And return to me, beaming all o'er with your smiles — 

Too blest, if it tells me that, 'mid the gay cheer, 

Some kind voice had murmur'd, " I wish he were here ! '^ 

Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy. 
Bright di*eam8 of the past, which she cannot destroy ; 
WTiich come in the night-time of sorrow and cai'e, 
And bring back the features that joy used to wear. 
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill'd ! 
Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill'd — 
You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 





LOVE AND HOPE. 

T mom, boaide yon summer sen. 

I'ouiig Hope aDil Love rccliucd ; 
IJiil m;(iivl' lind nooii-tiJc corns, whfii 
liilo liis Imik U-apM »milJiip;l,v, 
And left piwr lIo|>e Ifebiixl. 
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** I go," said Love, " to sail awhile 

Across this sunny main ; " 
And then so sweet his parting smile, 
That Hope, who never dreamt of guile, 

Believed he'd come again. 

She lingered there till evening's beam 

Along the waters lay ; 
And o*er the sands, in thoughtful dream, 
Oft traced his name, which still the stream 

As often wash'd away. 

At length a siul appears in sight, 

And tow'rd the maiden moves ! 
'Tis Wealth that comes, and gay and bright 
His golden bark reflects the light ; 
But ah ! it is not Love's. 

Another sail — 'twas Friendship showM 
Her night-lamp o'er the sea : 

And calm the light that lamp bestow'd ; 

But Love had lights that warmer glow'd. 
And where, alas ! was he ? 

Now fast around the sea and shore 

Night threw her darkling chain ; . 
The sunny sails were seen no more, 
Hope's morning dreams of bliss were o'er, — 
Love never came again. 




THE WANDERING BARD. 



HAT life like that of the herd can be,— 
The wauderJDg bard, who roams ae free 
As the mountain lark that o'er him sitige 
Anit, like that lark, a music brings 

Within him, where'er he comes or goe§, — 

A foimt that for ever flows ! 

The world's to him like eomc ptay-grounil. 

Where fairies dauee their moonlight round ;^ 

If (limni'd the turf where late tUcy trod. 

The elves but seek some greener soil ; 

iSo, when less bright his scene of glee, 

To another away flies he t 

Oh, what would have been young Beauty's doom, 

Without a hard to fix her bloom ? 

They tell us, in the moon'a bright round. 

Things lost in Qns dark world ore found ; 

So charms, on earth long pass'd and gone. 

In tlie poet's Jay !i?e on. — 

Would ye have smiles that ne'er grow dim ? 

You've only to give them all le him, 

Who, with but a touch of Fancy's wand, 

Can lend them life, this life beyond. 

And 6x them high, in Poesy's sky, — 

Voung stars that never die ! 

Then, welcome (he bard where'er he conn's, — 
For, Ihough he hnth counties niry home.'', 
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To which his n 

Yet still, from time to time, he loves 

To light upon earth nn<l find such cheer 

As brightciiB our banquet here. 

Xo matter how fiir, how fleet he fliea, 

YoLi'Te only tu light up kind young eyes. 

Such signal -fires as here ate given, — 

And down he'll drop from Fancy's heaver 

The minute such call to lore or mirth 

Proclaims he's wanting on earth ! 
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GO, THEN— 'TIS VAIN. 

(SICILIAN AIR.) 

O, then — *tifl vain to hover 

Thus round a hope that's dead ; 
At length mj dream is over ; 

'Twas sweet — 'twas false — 'tis fled ! 
Farewell ! since nought it moves thee, 

Such truth as mine to see — 

Some one, who far less loves thee, 

Perhaps more hless'd will he. 

Farewell, sweet eyes, whose hrightness 

New life around me shed ; 
Farewell, false heart, whose lightness 

Now leaves me death instead. 
Go, now, those charms surrender 

To some new lover's sigh — 
One who, though far less tender. 

May he more hless'd than I. 
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TO SIGH, YET FEEL NO PAIN. 




O sigh, yet feel no pain ; 

To weep, jet scarce know why ; 
To sport an hour with Beauty's chain ^ 
Then throw it idly by. 
To kneel at many a shrine, 

Yet lay the heart on none ; 
To think all other charms divine, 

But those we just have won. 
This is love, faithless love, 
Such as kindleth hearts that rove. 



To keep one sacred Hame, 

Through life unchill'd, unmoved ; 
To love, in wintry age, the same 

As first in youth we loved ; 
To feel that we adore, 

Ev'n to such fond excess, 
That, though the heart would break, with more, 

It could not live with less. 
This is love, faithful love, 
Such as saints might feel above. 
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YOUNG JESSICA. 



VOUNG Jessica mt all the iiay. 

With heart o'er idle lovc-thoughu pining; 
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Her needle bright beside her lay. 
So active oiioe ! — ^now idly shining. 

Ah, Jessy ! His in idle hearts 

That love and mischief are most nimble ; 

The safest shield against the darts 
Of Cupid, is Minerva's thimble. 

The child who with a magnet plays, 

Well knowing all its arts, so wily, 
The tempter near a needle lays, 

And laughing says, " We'll steal it slily.*' 
The ne^le, having nought to do, 

Is pleased to let the magnet wheedle ; 
Till closer, closer come the two, 

And— off, at length, elopes the needle. 

Xow, had this needle tum'd its eye 

To some gay reticule's construction. 
It ne'er had stray'd from duty's tie, 

Nor felt the magnet's sly seduction. 
Thus, girls, would you keep quiet hearts, 

Your snowy fingers must bo nimble ; 
The safest shield against the darts 

Of Cupid, is Minerva's thimble. 
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SONG. 

BUSAlf. 

OUNG Love lived once in an humble shed, 
'■^ Where roses breathing, 

'1 And woodbines wreathing 

Around the lattice their tendrils spread. 
As wild and sweet as the life he led. 
His garden flourished, 
For young Hope nourish'd 
The infant buds with beams and showera ; 
But lips, though blooming, must still be fed. 
And not even Love can live on flowers. 

Alas ! that Poverty's evil eye 

Should e'er come hither, 

Such sweets to wither ! 
The flowers laid down their heads to die, 
And Hope fell sick as the witch drew nigh. 

She came one morning, 

Erc Love had waraing, 
And raised the latch, where the young god lay ; 
'* Oh ho ! " said Love — " is it you ? good-bye ; " 
So he oped the window, and flew away ! 
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SAY, WHAT SHALL BE OUR SPORT TO-DAY ? 



hi CI LI AN AIR.) 




AY, what shall be our sport to-day ? 

There's nothing on earth, in sea, or air. 
Too bright, too high, too wild, too gay, 
For spirits like mine to dare ! 
'Tis like the returning bloom 

Of those days, alas ! gone by, 
When I loved, each hour — I scarce knew whoni- 
And was blessM — I scarce knew why. 



Ay — those were days w^hen life had wings, 

And flew, oh, flew so wild a height. 
That, like the lark which sunward springs, 

'T was giddy with too much light ! 
And though of some plumes bereft, 

With that sun, too, nearly set, 
1 *ve enough of light and wing still left 

For a few gay soarings yet. 




SILENCE IS m OUB FESTAL BALLS. 



E^VE U in our festal hallB,— 

Miveot Son of Song ! thy course is o'er 
III MM on thco Bod Erin calls, 

Her miDBtrera voice responds ao more; 
All uleut as th' Eolian ahell 

Sleeps at the close of some bnglit day, 
'niieD the sweet breeze, that waked its swell 
At sunny mom, hath died away. 

Yet, at our feasts, thy spirit long, 

Awaked by music's Bpell, shall rise ; 
For, name so link'd with deathless song, 

Fartakea its charm and never dies : 
And ev'n within the holy fane. 

When music wafts the soul to heaven, 
One thought to him, whose earliest strain 

Was echo'd there, shall long be given. 

But where is now the cheerful day, 

The social night, when, by thy side. 
He who now weaves this parting lay, 

His skJU-leaa voice with thine allied ; 
And sung those songs whose every tone. 

When bard and minstrel long have past, 
Shall still, in Hwcctnesa all their own, 

Embalm'd by fiune, undying last. 



Vw, Erin, lliinc alone the fame, — 

Or, if thy bard have shared the croi 
From thee the berrow'd glorj cnmc, 

Aud at thy feet is now laid down. 
Knough, if Freedom still inspire 

Ilia latest song, and still there 1h>. 
As evening cIdhch round his lyro. 

One mv n|ion it« chords from iIht. 





LIGHT SOUNna THE HARP. 




IGIIT sounds the liaqi when the combat is OTer, 
'-**^ When herocH «re resting, and joj is in hloom ; 

Ulicii laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover, 
And Cupid makes winpt of the warrior's plume. 
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But, when the foo retuni.s, 

Again the hero burns ; 
High flames the sword in his hand once more : 

The clang of mingling arras 

Is then the sound that charms, 
And brazen notes of war, that stirring trumpets pour ; — 
Then, again comes the Harp, when the combat is over — 

WTien heroes are resting, and Joy is in bloom — 

Wien laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover, 

And Cupid makes wings of the wamor's plume. 

Light went the harp when the War-God, reclining, 

Ijaj lull'd on the white arm of Beauty to rest. 
When round his rich armour the myrtle hung twining, 
And flights of young doves made his helmet their nest. 
But, when the battle came. 
The hero's eye breath'd flame : 
Soon from his neck the white arm was flung ; 
While, to his wak'ning ear. 
No other sounds were deai* 
But brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets sung. 
But then came the light hai^), when danger was ended, 
And Beauty once more lull'd the War-God to rest ; 
When tresses of gold with his laurels lay blended. 

And flights of young doves made his helmet their nest. 
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POOR BROKEN" FLOWER. 

j^OOR broken floircr! what art can now recover thee ? 
V >W Tom from the Btem that fed thy rosj hreath — 
II vain the sun-beaniB seek 
'o wnnn that faded cheek ; 
The dews of hcav'n, that once like balm fell over tlwc, 
Now are hut tean, to weep thy early death. 

So droops the maid whoso lover halh forsaken her, — 
Thrown from hia arniii, an lone and lost ns thou : 
In Tnin the Rtiiiles of all 
Like Him-beanis round her fait ; 
The only smile that could from death awaken her, 
That smilo. alax ! ih gone to others now. 
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FANCY AND REALITY. 




^HE more I've viewed this world, the more I've 
found, 
That, fiird as 'tis with scenes and creatures 
rare, 

Fancy commands, within her own hright round, 
A world of scenes and creatures far more fair. 
Nor is it that her power can call up there 

A single charm, that 's not from Nature won. 
No more than rainbows, in their pride, can wear 

A single hue unborrowed from the sun — 
But *tis the mental medium it shines through, 
That lends to Beauty all its charm and hue ; 
As the same light, that o'er the level lake 

One dull monotony of lustre flings. 
Will, entering in the rounded rain-drop, make 
Coloui-s as gay as those on Peris' wings ! 

And such, 1 deem, the diflfi-ence between the real, 
Existing Beauty and that form ideal 
Which she assumes, when seen by poets' eyes, 
Like sunshine in the drop— with all those dyes 
\Miich Fancy's variegating prism suppUes. 

I have a story of two lovers, fill'd 

With all the pure romance, the blissful sadness, 
And the sad, doubtful bliss, that ever thrill'd 

Two young and longing hearts in that sweet madness. 
Bat where to choose the region of my vision 

In this wide, vulgar world — what real sjx)t 
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Can be found out sufficiently Elysian 

For two such perfect lovers, I know not. 
Oh for some fair Fobmosa, such as he, 
The young Jew &bled of, in the^ Indian Sea, 
By nothing but its name of Beauty known, 
And which Queen Fancy might make all her own. 
Her faxrj kingdom — ^take its people, lands. 
And tenements into her own bright hands, 
And make, at least, one earthly comer fit 
For liOye to live in, pure and exquisite ! 




THE ENGLISH ABROAD. 




•^^ ND is there then no earthly place, 

Where we can rest, in dream Elysian, 
Without some curst, round English face, 
Popping up near, to break the vision ? 
*Mid northern lakes, 'mid southern vines. 

Unholy cits we're doom'd to meet ; 
Nor highest Alps nor Apennines 

Are sacred from Threadneedle Street ! 



If up the Simplon's path we wind, 
Fancying we leave this world behind , 



245 

Such pleosaut aouuds sulutc one*b car 
As — " BaddiBh news fi'oiii 'Change, my ilcar- 
The Funds — (phew, cui-se this ugly hill I)— 
Are low'ring fast — (what, higher still ^)— 
And — (zooks, we're mounting up to heaven I)- 
Will soon he down to sixty-seven." 

Go where we mav — rest where we will. 

Eternal London haunts us still. 

The trash of Almack's or Fleet Ditch — 

And scarce a pin's head difference whic/, — 

Mixes, though ev'n to Greece we run, 

With every rill from Helicon I 

And if this rage for travelling lasts. 

If Cockneys, of all sects and castes, 

Old maidens, aldermen, and squires, 

Will leave their puddings and coal fires, 

To gape at things in foreign lands 

No soul among them undei'stands ; 

If Blues desert their coteries, 

To show off *niong the Wahahees ; 

If neither sex nor age controls. 

Nor fear of Mamelukes forhids 
Young ladies, with pink parasols. 

To glide among the PvTamids — 
Why, then, farewell all hope to find 
A spot that's free from London -kind ! 
Who knows, if to the W«st we rouni, 
But we may find some Blue "at home " 

Among the Blacks of C^ai-oliua — 
Or, flying to the Eastward, see 
Some Mi-s. Hopkins, taking tea 

And toiust upon the Wall of C^hina I 
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CLOUDS AND MOUNTAINa 




VEN here, in this region of wonders, I find 
That light-footed Fancy leaves truth far behind ; 
Or, at least, like Hippomenes, turns her astray 
By the golden illusions he flings in her way. 



What a glory it scem'd the first evening I gazed ! 
Mont Blanc, like a vision, then suddenly raised 
On the wreck of the sunset — and all his array 

Of high-towering Alps, touch'd still with a light 
Far holier, purer than that of the Day, 

As if nearness to Heaven had made them so bright ! 
Then the dying, at last, of these splendours away 
From peak after peak, till they left but a ray. 
One roseate ray, that, too precious to fly, 

O'er the Mighty of Mountains still glowingly hung, 
like the last sunny step of Abtilsa, when high 

From the summit of earth to Elysium she sprung ! 
And those infinite Alps, stretching out from the sight 
Till they mingled with Heaven, now shorn of their light. 
Stood lofty, and lifeless, and pale in the sky, 
Like the ghosts of a Giant Creation gone by ! 



That scene — I have view'd it this evening a^iin. 
By the same brilliant light that hung over it then — 
The valley, the lake in their tenderest charms — 

Mont Blanc in his awfulest pomp-^and the whole, 
A bright picture of Beauty, reclined in the arms 

Of Sublimity, bridegroom elect of her soul ! 
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But where are the mountains, that round me at first, 
One dazzling horizon of miracles, burst ? 
Those Alps beyond Alps, without end swelling on 
Like the waves of eternity — where are tliey gone ? 
Clouds — <;louds — they were nothing but clouds, after all I 

That chain of Mont Blancs, which my fancy flew o'er, 
With a wonder that nought on this earth can recall, 

Were but clouds of the evening, and now are no more. 



M_ 




AT NIGHT. 




T night, when all is still around. 
How sweet to hear the distant sound 

Of footstep, coming soft and light I 
What pleasure in the anxious beat, 
With which the bosom flies to meet 
That foot that comes so soft at night ! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
" 'Tis late, my love I " and chide delay, 

Though still the western clouds are bright ; 
Oh ! happy, too, the silent press, 
The eloquence of mute caress. 

With those we love exchanged at night ! 





WAS tatc — tlic sun had almost aliono 

last and best, when 1 ran on, 
Anxious to reach that splendid view. 
Before ihe day-beams quite withdreir ; 
,VnJ fooling 0.1 all feel, on first 

Approaching sceiiea where, they arc told. 
Such glories on their eyes will burst. 
Ah youthful hnrdii in dreams bi'hold. 



Twos distant yet, and. as 1 ran. 
Full often was m_v wiiitful gaze 
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Tum'd to the sun, who now hegan 

To call in all his out-post rays. 
And form a denser march of light, 
Such as hesccms a hero's flight. 
Oh, how I wish'd for JosHrA's power, 
To staj the brightness of that hour ! 
But no— the sun still less became, 

Diminish^ to a speck, as splendid 
And small as were those tongues of flame, 

That on the' Apostles' heads descended ! 

'Twas at this instant — while there glow'd 

This last, intensest gleam of light — 
Suddenly, through the opening road, 

The valley burst upon my sight ! 
That glorious valley, with its Lake, 

And Alps on Alps in clusters swelling, 
Mighty, and pure, and fit to make 

The ramparts of a Godhead's dwelling. 

I stood entranced — as Eabbins say 
This whole assembled, gazing world 

Will stand, upon that awful day, 

When the Ark's Light, aloft unfurl'd. 

Among the opening clouds shall shine. 

Divinity's own radiant sign ! 

Mighty Mont Blanc, thou wert to me. 

That minute, with thy brow in heaven. 
As sure a sign of Deity 

As e'er to mortal gaze was given. 
Nor ever, were I destined yet 

To live my life twice o'er again. 
Can I the deep-felt awe forget. 

The dream, the trance that rapt me then ! 

82 
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'Twas all that consciousness of powV 

And life, beyond this mortal hour ;^ 

Those mountings of the soul within 

At thoughts of Ileav'n — as birds begin 

J3y instinct in the cage to rise, 

WTien near their time for change of skies ;• 

That proud assurance of our claim 

To rank among the Sons of Light, 
Mingled with shame^-oh bitter shame ! — 

At having risk'd that splendid right, 
For aught that earth through all its range 
Of glories, offers in exchange ! 
T was all this, at that instant brought. 
Like breaking sunshine, o'er my thought — 
'Twas all this, kindled to a glow 

Of sacred zeal, which, could it shine 
Thus purely ever, man might grow 

Ev'n upon earth a thing divine. 
And be, once moix?, the creature made 
To walk unstain'd the' Elysian shade I 

Xo, never shall I lose the trace 

Of what I Ve felt in this bright place. 

And, should my spirit's hope grow weak, 

Should I, O God, e'er doubt thy pow'r, 
This mighty scene again I'll seek. 

At the same calm and glowing hour. 
And liere, at the sublimcst shrine 

That Nature ever rear'd to Thee, 
Rekindle all that hope divine. 

And /fc/ mv inimortalitv I 
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SYMPATHY. 



TO JULIA. 



sine me sit nulla Venus.— Sulpicia. 




UR heaits, my love, were fonn'd to bo 
The genuine twins of Sympathy, 
They live with one sensation : 
In joy or grief, but most in love, 
Liko chords in unison they move, 
And thrill viith like vibration. 



How oft I've hcaixl thee fondly say, 
Thy vital pulse shall cease to play 

When mine no more is moving ; 
Since now, to feel a joy alone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none. 

So twinn'd are we in loving I 




SONG. 




AVE you not seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye ? 

Have }ou not mai*k*d the flush of fear, 
Or caught the murmm'd sigh ? 
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An J c«D you think my love m chill, 

Nor flx'd on you alone? 
And can jou rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so much your own ? 

To you mj bouI'b affections move, 

Devoutly, warmly tnie ; 
My lifo haa been a task of love, 

One long, long thought of you. 
If all jour tender faith be o'er, 

If still my truth you'll try ; 
Alaa, I know but one proof mort — 

I 'II bless your name, and die ! 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS, 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY JULIA, ON THE DEATH OF HER BROTHER. 



HOUGH sorrow long has worn my heart ; 
Though eyerj day I've counted o'er 
Hath brought a new and quick'ning smai't 
To wounds that rankled fresh before ; 



Though in my earliest life bereft 
Of tender links by nature tied ; 

Though hope deceived, and pleasure left ; 
Though friends betray'd and foes belied ; 

I still had hopes — for hope wiU stay 

After the sunset of delight ; 
So like the star which ushers day, 

We scarce can think it heralds night ! — 

I hoped that, after all its strife, 

My weary heart at length should rest, 

And, fainting from the waves of life, 
Find harbour in a brother's breast. 

That brother's breast was warm with truth. 
Was bright with honour's purest ray ; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth — 
Ah, why then was he torn away ? 

He should have stay'd, have linger'd here 
To soothe his Julia*s everv woe ; 

He should have chased each bitter tear, 
And not have caused those tears to flow. 
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We saw within his soul expand 

Tlie fruits of genius, nui^sed by tustc ; 

While Science, with a fostVing hand, 
Upon his brow her chaplet placed. 

We saw, by bright degrees, his miiid 
Grow rich in all that makes men dear ;— 

Enlightened, social, and ix;fined, 
In friendship firm, in love sincere. 

Such was the youth we loved so well. 
And such the hopes that fate denied ; — 

We loved, but ah ! could scarcely tell 
How deep, how dearly, till he died I 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 
Twined with ray very heart he grew ; 

And bv that fate which breaks the chain, 
The heart is almost broken too. 





OH FAIR ! OH PUREST ! 



/^H fwr t oh puronl ! be tlinu the dove 
That fiiea alone lo some sunnv "Tovc 
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And lives unseen, and bathes her wing, 
All vestal white, in the limpid spring. 
There, if the hov'ring hawk be near. 
That limpid spring in its mirror clear 
Reflects him, ere he reach his prey, 
And warns the timorous bird awav. 

Be thou this dove ; 
Fairest, purest, be thou this dove. 

The sacred pages of God's own book 
Shall be the spring, th^ eternal brook. 
In whose holy mirror, night and day. 
Thou 'It study Heaven's reflected ray ; — 
And should the foes of virtue dare, 
With gloomy wing, to seek thee there, 
Thou wilt see how dark their shadows lie 
Between Heaven and thee, and trembling fly ! 

Be thou that dove ; 
Fairest, purest, be thou that dove. 
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HARK ! 'TIS THE BREEZE. 



(air — ROUSSEAU.) 




AHK ! 'tis the breeze of twilight calling 

Earth's weary children to repose ; 
While, round the couch of Nature falling, 
Gently the night's soft curtains close. 
Soon o'er a world, in sleep reclining, 

Numberless stars, through yonder dark. 
Shall look, like eyes of Cherubs shining 
From out the veils that hid the Ark. 



Guard us, O Thou, who never sleepest, 

Thou who, in silence throned above, 
Throughout all time, unwearied, kecpest 

Th}' watch of Glory, Pow'r, and Love. 
Grant that, beneath thine eye, securely. 

Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn. 
May, in their darkness, stilly, purely, 

Like ^^ sealed fountains," rest till dawn. 
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HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED. 




^ AS sorrow thy young days shaded, 
As clouds o'er tbo morning fleet ? 
Too fast have those young days faded, 
"^Jr That, even in sorrow, were sweet ! 
Does Time with his cold wing wither 

Each feeling that once was dear ? — 
Then, child of misfortune, come hither ; 
I'll weep with thee, tear for tear. 

Has love to that soul, so tender, 

Been like our Lagenian mine, 
Where sparkles of golden splendour 

All over the surface shine — 
But, if in pursuit we go deeper, 

Allured by the gleam that shone, 
Ah ! false as the dream of the sleeper, 

Like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

Has Hope, like the bird in the story, 

That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman's glittering glory — 

Has Hope been that bird to thee ? 
On branch after branch alighting. 

The gem did she still display. 
And, when nearest and most inviting, 

Then waft the fair gem away ? 



Tf thus the young hoars have fleeted, 

AVhen sorrow itaelf looked bnght ; 
If tbua the fair bopo hath cheated, 

That led thee ulong so light ; 
If thus the cold world now witlicr 

EWh feeling that once was dear : — 
Come, child of misfortune, come hither, 

I 'II weep with thee, tear for tear. 



THE SHRINE. 




Y fates had destined me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of love ; 
And many an altar on vaj way 
Has lured raj pious steps to stay ; 
For, if the sunt was young and loir, 
I tum'd and sung my vespers tiiere. 
This, from a youthfiil pilgrim's fire, 
Is what your pretty saints require : 
To pass, nor tell a single bead, 
With them would be profime indeed I 
But, trust me, all this young devotJon 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, ev'iy humbler altar past, 
I now have reach'd tee bhrime at last ! 




BEAUTY AND SONG. 



^OWN in yon ei 

ATiere the rill flows, 
I Thus said a Nightingale 
To his loved Rose ; — 
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Though rich the pleasures 
Of Song's sweet measures, 
Vain were its melody, 
Rose, without thee." 

Then from the green recess 

Of her night-bow'r, 
Beaming with bashfulness, 

Spoke the bright flow'r : — 
*' Though mom should lend her 
Its sunniest splendour, 
What would the Eose be, 
Unsung by thee ? " 

Thus still let Song attend 

Woman's bright way ; 
Thus still let woman lend 

Light to the lay. 
Like stars, through heaven's sea, 
Floating in harmony, 
Beauty shall glide along, 
Circled by Song. 




TO LORD VISCOUNT STHANQFORD. 



^ WEET MooQ ! if, like Orotona'B sage, 
By any spell mj hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page, 

And write my thoughte, my wishes there ; 

How many a Iricnd, whose careless eye 

Now wanders o'er that starry sky, 

Should smile, upon thy orh to moot 

The recollection, kind and sweet, 

The reveries of fond r^ret, 

The promise, never to forgot. 

And all my heart and soul would send 

To many a dear-loved, distant friend. 

How little, when we parted last, 
I thought those pleasant times were past. 
For ever past, when brilliant joy 
Was nil my vacant heart's employ : 
When, fresh from mirth to mirth agun, 

We thought the rapid hours too few ; 
Our only use for knowledge then 

To gatlier bliss from all we knew. 
Delicious days of whim and soul ! 

When, mingling lore and laugh together, 
W'c lean'd the book on Pleasure's howl, 

And tum'd the leaf with Folly's fi?ather. 
Little I tliought that all were fled. 
That, ere that summer's bloom was shed, 
^^y eye should see the sail imfiirl'd 
That wafts me to the western world. 
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And yet, *twaa time ; — in youth's sweet days, 
To cool that season's glowing rays, 
The heart a while, with wanton wing. 
May dip and dive in Pleasure's spring ; 
But, if it wait for winter's hreeze. 
The spring will chill, the heart will freeze. 
And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope, — 

Oh ! she awaked such happy dreams, 
And gave my soul such tempting scope 

For all its dearest, fondest schemes, 
That not Verona's child of song, 

When flying from the Phrygian shore, 
With lighter heart could hound along. 

Or pant to be a wand'rer more ! 

Even now delusive hope will steal 
Amid the dark regrets I feel, 
Soothing, as yonder placid beam 

Pursues the murmurers of the deep, 
And lights them with consoling gleam. 

And smiles them into tranquil sleep. 
Oh ! such a blessed night as this, 

I often think, if friends were near, 
How we should feel, and gaze with bliss 

Upon the moon-bright scenery here ! 
The sea is like a silvery lake. 

And o'er its calm the vessel glides 
Gently, as if it fear'd to wake 

The slumber of the silent tides. 
The only envious cloud that lowers 

Hath hung its shade on Pico's height. 
Where dimly, mid the dusk, he towers. 

And scowling at this heav'n of light, 
Exults to see the infant storm 
Cling darkly round his giant foi*m ! 
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Now, could I range thoec verdant isles, 

Invisible at this soft hour. 
And see the looks, the beaming smUeSy 

That brighten many an orange bower ; 
And could I lift each pious veil. 

And see the blushing cheek it shades, — 
Oh ! I should have ftill many a tale. 

To tell of young Azoiian muds. 
Yes, Strangford, at this hour, perhaps, 

Some lover (not too idly blest. 
Like those, who in their ladies' laps 

May cradle every wish to rest) 
Warbles, to touch his dear one's soul. 

Those madrigals, of breath divine. 
Which Camoens' harp from Bapture stole. 

And gave, aU glowing warm, to thine. 
Oh ! could the lover learn from thee. 

And breathe them with thy graceful tone, 
Such sweet, beguiling minstrelsy 

Would make the coldest nymph his own. 

But, hark ! — the boatswain's pipings tell 
'Tis time to bid my dream fiirewell : 
Eight bells : — ^the middle watch is set ; 
GhK)d night, my Strangford I — ^ne'er foiget 
That, far beyond the western sea 
Is one whose heart remembers thee. 



FROM 



"LALLA EOOKH." 
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THE BOWER OF ROSES. 




RERE'S a bowet of roses by Bbnsrmkrr'b stroani. 

And the nightingale siDgs round it oil the day long : 
[» the time of my childhood 'twas like n sweet {Ircain, 

To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song. 



268 



That bower and ita music I never forget ; 

But oil when alone, in the bloom of the year, 
I think — is the nightingale singing there yet ? 

Arc the roses still bright by the calm Beivdekebb ? 

No, the roses soon withered that hung o'er the wave. 

But some blossoms were gtther'dy while freshly they shone, 

And a dew was distill'd from their flowers,- that gave 
All the fragrance of sunraier, when summer was gone. 

Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 
An essence that breathes of it many a year ; 

Thus bright to my soul, as 'twas then to my eyes, 
Tr that bower on the banks oi the calm Bbndemeer ! 
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THE DEFEAT OF MOKANNA. 



FROM **TBE VEILED PROPHET OF KHORAS8AN. 

HOSE are the gilded tents that crowd the way, 
AMiere all was waste and silent yesterday ? 
This City of War which, in a few short hours. 
Hath sprung up here, as if the magic powers 

Of Him who, in the twinkling of a star. 

Built the high pillar'd halls of Chilminab, 

Had conjured up, far as tlie eye can see. 

This world of tents, and domes, and sun-bright armory : — 
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Princely payilions, screen'd by many a fold 
Of crimson cloth, and topp'd with balls of gold : — 
Steeds, with their housings of rich silver spun, 
Their chains and poitrels glittering in the sun ; 
And camels, tufted o'er with Yemen's shells, 
Shaking in every breeze their light-toned bells ! 

But yester-eve, so motionless around. 
So mute was this wide plain, that not a sound 
But the far torrent, or the locust bird 
Hunting among the thickets, could be heard ; — 
Yet hark ! what discords now, of ev'ry kind, 
Shouts, laughs, and screams are revelling in the wind ; 
The neigh of cavalry ; — ^the tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels and their drivers' songs ; — 
Kinging of arms, and flapping in the breeze 
Of streamers from ten thousand canopies ; — 
War-music, bursting out from time to time, 
With gong and tymbalon's tremendous chime ; — 
Or, in the pause, when harsher sounds are mute, 
The mellow breathings of some horn or flute. 
That far oflT, broken by the eagle note 
Of the* Abyssinian trumpet, swell and float. 

Who leads this mighty army ? — aak ye " who ? *' 
And mark ye not those banners of dark hue. 
The Night and Shadow, over yonder tent ? — 
It is the Caliph's glorious armament. 
Boused in his Palace by the dread alarms. 
That hourly came, of the false Pi-ophet's arms, 
And of his host of infidels, who hurl'd 
Defiance fierce at Islam and the world, — 
Though worn with Grecian warfare, and behind 
The veils of his bright Palaco calm reclined, 
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Yet brook'd he not such blasphomj should stain, 
Thus iinrevenged, the evening of his reign ; 
But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave 
To conquer or to perish, once more gave 
His shadowy banners proudly to the breeze. 
And with an army, nursed in victories. 
Here stands to crush the rebels that o'er-run 
His blest and beauteous Province of the Sun. 

Ne'er did the march of Mahadi display 
Such pomp before ; — ^not ev'n when on his way 
To Mecca's Temple, when both land and sea 
Were spoil'd to feed the Pilgrim's luxury ; 
When round him, mid the burning sands, he saw 
Fruits of the North in icy fireshness thaw. 
And cool'd his thirsty lip, beneath the glow 
Of Mecca's sun, with urns of Persian snow : — 
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that 
Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphati 
First, in the van, the People of the Hock, 
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock : 
Then, chicftams of Damascus, proud to see 
The flashing of their swords' rich marquetry ; — 
Men, from the regions near the Volga's mouth, 
Mix'd with the nide, black archcre of the South ; 
And Indian lancci*s, in white-turban'd ranks. 
From the far Sinde, or Attock's sacred banks, 
With dusky legions fix)m the Land of Myrrh, 
And many a maoe-arm'd Moor and Mid-sea islander. 

Nor less in number, though more new and rude 
In warfare's school, was the vast multitude 
That, fii-ed by zeal, or by oppression wrong'd. 
Round the white standard of the' impostor throng'd. 
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Beside his thousands of Believers — ^blind, 
Burning and headlong as the Samiel wind — 
Many who felt, and more who fear'd to feel 
The hloodj Islamite's converting steel, 
Flock'd to his banner ; — Chiefs of the' Uzbek race, 
Waving their heron crests with martial grace ; 
Tttbkohanb, countless as their flocks, led forth 
From the' aromatic pastures of the North ; 
Wild warriors of the turquoise hills, — and those 
Who dwell beyond the everlasting snows 
Of Hindoo Kosh, in stormy freedom bred, 
Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent's bed. 
But none, of all who own'd the Chief's command, 
Bush'd to that battie-field with bolder hand. 
Or sterner hate, tiian Iban's outlaw'd men, 
Hgf Worshippers of Fire— all panting then 
For vengeance on the' accursed Saracen ; 
Vengeance at last for their dear country spum'd. 
Her throne usurp'd, and her bright shrines o'er-tum'd. 
From Yezd's eternal Mansion of the Fire, 
Where aged saints in dreams of Hcav'n expire : 
From Badeu, and those fountains of blue flame 
That bum into the Caspian, fierce they came, 
Careless for what or whom the blow was sped, 
So vengeance triumph'd, and their tyrants bled. 

Such was the wild and miscellaneous host, 
That high in air their motley banners tost 
Around the Frophet-Chief — all eyes still bent 
Upon that glittering Veil, where'er it went, 
That beacon through the battle's stormy flood. 
That rainbow of the field, whose showers were blood ! 



272 



Twice hath the sun upon their conflict bet. 
And risen again, and found them grappling yet : 
While streams of carnage, in his noontide hlaze. 
Smoke up to heav'n — hot as that crimson haze 
By which the prostrate Caravan is awed. 
In the red Desert, when the wind's ahroad. 
** On, Swords of God ! " the panting Cai^iph calls, — 
" Thrones for the living — Heav'n for him who falls I '' — 
'^ On, brave avengers, on," Mokanna cries, 
'* And Ebub blast the recreant slave that flies ! " 
Now comes the brunt, the crisis of the day — 
They clash — ^they strive — ^the Caliph's troops give way I 
Mokaitna's self plucks the black Banner down, 
And now the Orient World's Imperial crown 
Is just within his grasp— -when, hark, that shout ! 
Some hand hath checked the flying Moslem's rout ; 
And now they turn, they rally — at their head 
A warrior, (like those angel youths who led, 
In glorious panoply of Hcav'n's own mail, 
The Champions of the Faith through Bedbb's vale,) 
Bold a& if gifted with ten thousand lives, 
Turns -on the fierce pursuer's blades, and drives 
At once the multitudinous torrent back — 
Wliile hope and courage kindle in his track ; 
And, at each step, his bloody falchion makes 
Terrible vistas through which vict'ry breaks ! 
In vain Mokanna, midst the general flight. 
Stands, like the red moon, on some stormy night, 
i\jnong the fugitive clouds that, hurrying by. 
Leave only her unshaken in the sky — 
In vain he yells his desperate curses out. 
Deals death promiscuously to all about. 
To foes that charge and coward friends that fly, 
And seems of all the Groat Aixjh-encmy. 
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The panic spreads — ** A miracle ! " throughout 
The Moslem ranks, " a miracle ! '* they shout, 
All gazing on that youth, whose coming Bcem.s 
A light, a glory, such as hreaks in dreams ; 
And ev'ry sword, true as o'er billows dim 
The needle tracks the load-star, following him ! 

Right tow'rds Mokanna now he cleaves his path. 
Impatient cleaves, as though the bolt of w^rath 
He bears from Heav'n withheld its awful burnt 
From weaker heads, and souls but half-way curst, 
To break o'er Him, the mightiest and the worst I 
But vain his s{)eed — though, in that liour of blcMxl, 
Had all God's seraphs round Mokanna stood. 
With swords of fire, ready like fate to fall, 
Mokanna's soul would have defied them all ; 
Yet now, the nish of fugitives, too strong 
For human force, hunnes cv'n him along : 
In vain he struggles 'mid the wedged array 
Of flying thousands — ^he is borne away ; 
And the sole joy his bafHed spirit knows, 
In this forced flight, is — murd'ring as he goes I 
As a grim tiger, whom the torrent's might 
Surprises in some parch'd ravine at night, 
Turns, ev'n in drowning, on the wretched flocks, 
Swept with him in that snow-flood from the i-ocks, 
And, to the last, devouring on his way, 
BlooflioR tlio stream he Imtli not power to stay. 
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THE ENCHANTRKSS' SONG. 



KNOW where the winged visions dwell 
That aronnd the night-bed plaj ; 

I know each herb and Sow'ret's bell, 
Where they hide their wings by day. 
Then hasten wo, maid, 
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To twine our braid, 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fiulc. 

The image of love, that nightly flies 

To visit the bashful maid, 
Steals from the jasmine flower, that sighs 

Its soul, like her, in the shade. 
The dream of a &ture, happier hour, 

That alights on Misery's brow, 
Springs out of the silv'ry almond -flower, 

That blooms on a leafless bough. 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine oiur braid, 
To-morrow the dreams and flowcra will i'ndv. 

The visions that oft to worldly eyes 

The glitter of mines unfold. 
Inhabit the mountain-herb, that dyes 

The tooth of the fawn like gold. 
The phantom shapes — oh^ touch not them — 

That appal the murd'rer's sight, 
Lurk in the fleshly mandrake's stem, 

That shrieks, when pluck'd at night ! 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid, 
To-mon-ow the dreams and flowera will fade. 

The dream of the injured, patient mind, 
That smiles with the wrongs of men, 
Is found in the bruised and wounded rind 
Of the cinnamon^ sweetest then. 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid, 
To-moiTOw the dreams and flowera will fade. 
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THE POISONED BANQUET. 



FROM "THS TEnJO) PBOPHCT OF KHORA88AH.*' 



'OKAXNA sees the world is his no more ; — 
One sting at parting, and his grasp is o'er. 
What! drooping now?" — ^thus, with uii- 
hlushing cheek. 
He hails the few, who yet can hear him speak, 
Of all those famish'd slaves around him lying. 
And hy the light of blazing temples dying ; — 
" What ! — drooping now ? — ^now, when at length we jiros 
Home o'er the very threshold of success ; 
When Alla from our ranks hath thinn'd away 
Those grosser branches, that kept out his ray 
Of fiivour from us, and we stand at length 
Heirs of his light and children of his strength, 
The chosen few who shall survive the fall 
Of Kings and Thrones, triumphant over all ! 
Have you then lost, weak murm'rers as you are, 
All faith in him, who was your Light, your Star ? 
Have you forgot the eye of glory, hid 
Beneath this Veil, the flashing of whose lid 
Could, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 
Millions of such as yonder Chief brings hither ? 
Long have its lightnings slept — ^too long — ^but now 
All earth shall feel the' unveiling of this brow ! 
To-night — ^yes, sainted men ! this very night, 
I bid you all to a fair festal rite. 
Where— having deep refresh'd each weary limb 
With viands, such as feast Heav'n's cherubim, 
And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim, 
With that pure wine the Dark -eyed Maids above 
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Keep, seal'd with precious musk, for those they love, — 
I will myself uncurtain in your sight 
The wonders of this brow's ineffable light ; 
Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperse 
Yon myriads, howling through the universe ! " 

Eager they listen — while each accent darts 
New life into their chill'd and hope-sick hearts ; 
Such treach'rous life as the cool draught supplies 
To him upon the stake, who drinks and dies ! 
Wildly they point their lances to the light 
Of the fast sinking sun, and shout " To-night ! " — 
" To-night," their Chief re-echoes in a voice 
Of fiend-like mock'ry that bids hell rejoice. 
Deluded victims ! — ^never hath this earth 
Seen mourning half so mournful as their mirth. 
Here, to the few, whose iron frames had stood 
This racking waste of famine and of blood, 
Faint, dying wretches clung, from whom the shout 
Of triumph like a maniac's laugh broke out : — 
There, others, lighted by the smouldering fire. 
Danced, like wan ghosts about a funeral pyre. 
Among the dead and dying, strew'd around ; — 
While some pale wretch look'd on, and from his wound 
Plucking the fiery dart by which he bled, 
In ghastly transport waved it o'er his head ! 

'T was more than midnight now — ^a fearful pause 
Had foUow'd the long shouts, the wild applause, 
That lately from those Royal Gardens burst, 
Wliere the Veil'd demon held his feast accurst. 
When Zelica — ^alas, poor ruin'd heart, 
In ev'ry horror doom'd to bear its part ! — 
Was bidden to the banquet by a slave, 
WTio, while his quiv'ring lip the summons gave, 
Grew black, as though the shadows of the grave 
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Compass'd him round, and, ere he could repeat 

Ills message through, fell lifeless at her feet ! 

Shuddering she went — a soul-felt pang of fear, 

A presage that her own dark doom was near, 

Roused ey'ry feeling, and hrought Reason back 

Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack. 

All round seem'd tranquil — ev'n the foe had ceased. 

As if aware of that demoniac feast, 

His fiery bolts ; and though the heav'ns look'd red, 

'Twas but some distant conflagration's spread. 

But hark — she stops — she listens — dreadful tone ! 

'Tis her Tormentor's laugh — and now, a groan, 

A long death-groan comes with it :— can this be 

The place of mirth, the bower of revelry ? 

She enters — Holy All a, what a sight 

Was there before her ! By the glimm'ring light 

Of the pale dawn, mix'd with the flare of brands 

That round lay burning, dropp'd ^m lifeless hands, 

She saw the board, in splendid mockery spread, 

Rich censers bi'eathing — garlands overhead — 

The urns, the cups, from which they late had quaff'd 

All gold and gems, but — ^what had been the draught ? 

Oh ! who need ask, that saw those livid guests. 

With their swoll'n heads sunk black'ning on their bi*easts, 

Or looking pale to Heav'n with glassy glare. 

As if they sought but saw no mercy there ; 

As if they felt, though poison rack'd them through, 

Remorse the deadlier torment of the two ! 

While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train 

Of their false Chief, who on the battle plain 

Would have met death with transport by his side. 

Here mute and helpless grasp'd ; — ^but, as they died, 

Look'd horrible vengeance with their eyes' last strain. 

And clench'd the slack'ning hand at him in vain. 




AZIM AND ZELICA, 




OUD ringB the pond'rous ram agninBt the walln ; 
Now shake the ramparta, now a buttrcu falls. 
But still no breach — " Once more, one mightjr swing 
Of all your Ix-onia, togethpr thundering ! " 
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There — the wall shakes — ^the shouting troops exult, 
'* Quick, quick discharge your weightiest catapult 
Right on that spot, and Nekshsb is our own ! " 
'Tis done — ^the battlements come crashing down, 
And the huge wall, by that stroke riv'n in two. 
Yawning, like some old crater, rent anew. 
Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through. 
But sti'ange ! no signs of life— nought living seen 
Above, below — ^what can this stillness mean ? 
A minute's pause suspends all hearts and eyes — 
'' In through the breach,'' impetuous Azim cries ; 
But the cool Caliph, fearful of some vrile 
In this blank stillness, checks the troops awhile, — 
Just then, a figure, with slow step, advanced 
Forth from the ruin'd walls, and, as there glanced 
A sunbeam over it, all eves could see 
The well-known Silver Veil !—" 'Tis He, 'tis lie, 
MoKANi9A, and alone ! " they shout around ; 
Young AziH from his steed springs to the ground — 
" Mine, Holy Caliph I mine," he cries, " the task 
To crush yon daring wretch — 'tis all I ask." 
Eager he darts to meet the demon foe, 
Wlio still across wide heaps of ruin slow 
And falteringly comes, till they are near ; 
Then, with a bound, rushes on Azim's spear, 
And, casting off the Veil in falling, shows — 
Oh ! — 'tis his Zrlica's life-blood that flows ! 

" I meant not, Azim," soothingly she said, 
As on his trembling arm she lean'd her head, 
And, looking in his face, saw anguish there 
Beyond all wounds the quiv'ring flesh can bear — 
** I meant not tfiou shouldst have the pain of this : — 
Though death, with thee thus tasted, is a bliss 



281 



Thou wouldst not rob me of, didst thou but know, 

How oft I've pra/d to God I might die so ! 

But the fiend's venom was too scant and slow ; — 

To linger on were madd'ning — and I thought 

If once that Veil — nay, look not on it — caught 

The eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should be 

Struck by a thousand death-darts instantly. 

But this is sweeter— oh ! believe me, yes — 

I would not change thb sad, but dear caress. 

This death within thy arms I would not give 

For the most smiling life the happiest live ! 

All that stood dark and drear before the eye 

Of my strayed soul, is passing swiftly by ; 

A light comes o'er me from those looks of love. 

Like the first dawn of mercy from above ; 

And if thy lips but tell me I 'm forgiv'n. 

Angels will echo the blest words in Heav'n ! 

But live, my Azm ;^-oh ! to call thee mine 

Thus once again ! my Azim — dream divine I 

Live, if thou ever lovedst me, if to meet 

Thy Zeuca hereafter would be sweet. 

Oh, live to pray for her — to bend the knee 

Morning and night before that Deity, 

To whom pure lips and hearts without a stam, 

As thine are, Azim, never breath'd in vain, — 

And pray that He may pardon her, — may take 

Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake. 

And, nought remembering but her love to thee. 

Make her all thine, all His, eternally ! 

Go to those happy fields where first we twined 

Our youthful hearts togetheiv— every wind 

That meets thee there, fresh from the well-known flow'rs, 

Will bring the sweetness of those innocent hours 

Back to thy soul, and thou mayst feel again 

36 
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For tliy poor Zslica b& thou didst then. 

So shall thy orisons, like dew that flies 

To Ileav'n upon the morning's sunshine, rise 

With all love's earliest ardour to the skies ! 

And should thej — hut, alas ! my senses fail^ 

Oh for one minute ! — should thy prayers prevail — 

If pardon'd souls may, from that World of Bliss, 

Reveal their joy to those they love in this — 

I '11 come to thee — in some sweet dream — and tell — 

Oh Heav'n — I die — dear love ! farewell, farewell." 

Time fleeted — ^years on years had pass'd away, 
And few of those who, on that mournful day, 
Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden's death, and the youth's agony, 
Were living still — when, hy a rustic grave. 
Beside the swift Amoo's transparent wave, 
An aged man, who had grown aged there 
By that lone grave, morning and night in prayer. 
For the last time knelt down ; and though the shade 
Of death hung dark'ning over him, there play'd 
A gleam of rapture on his eye and cheek. 
That hrighten'd even Death — ^like the last streak 
Of intense glory on the' horizon's hrim, 
When night o*er all the rest hangs chill and dim. 
His soul had seen a Vision, while he slept ; 
She, for whose spirit he had pray'd and wept 
So many years, had come to him, all drest 
In angel smiles, and told him she was hlest ! 
For this the old man breath'd his thanks, and died. — 
And there, upon the banks of that loved tide. 
He and his Zelica sleep side by side. 




NOURMAHAL. 




^9 HERE'S a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright. 

Like the long, sunny lapse of a summer-day's light, 

ff. Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender, 
Til] Love falls asleep in its sameness of splendour. 
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Thifl wcu not the beauty— oh, nothing like this. 

That to young Nourmahal gave such magic of bliss ! 

But that loveliness, ever in motion, which plays 

Like the light upon autumn's soft shadowy days, 

Now here and now there, giving warmth as it flies 

From the lip to the cheek, from the cheek to the eyes ; 

Now melting in mist and now breaking in gleams, 

Like the glimpses a saint hath of Heav'n in his dreams. 

When pensive, it seem'd as if that very grace. 

That charm of all others, was bom with her &ce ! 

And when angry, — for ev'n in the tranquiUest climes 

Light breezes will ruffle the blossoms sometimes — 

The short, passing anger but seem'd to awaken 

New beauty, like floVrs that are sweetest when shaken. 

If tenderness touch'd her, the dark of her eye 

At once took a darker, a heav'nlier dye. 

From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revealings 

From innermost shrines, came the light of her feelings. 

Then her mirth— oh I 'twas sportive as ever took wing 

From the heart with a burst, like the wild-bird in spring ; 

Illumed by a wit that would &scinate sages. 

Yet playful as Peris just loosed from their cages. 

While her laugh, full of life, without any control 

But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul ; 

And where it most sparkled no glance could discover, 

In lip, cheek, or eyes, for she brighten'd all over, — 

Like any fair lake that the breeze is upon. 

When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the sun. 



LOVE AND DEATH. 



, ENEATH that fresh and epringing bower, 
Close bj the Lake, she heard the moan 
Of one who, at this ailcnt hoar. 
Had thither BtoI'D to die alone. 
One who in life, where'er he moved, 

Drew after him the hearts of mnaj ; 
Yet now, as though he ne'er were loved. 

Dies here unseen, unwept by any ! 
None to watch near Mm — none to slake 

The fire that in hia bosom lies. 
With ev'n a sprinkle from that lake. 

Which slunes so cool before bis ejes. 
No voice, well known through many a da^. 

To speak the last, the parting word, 
Which, when all odier sounds decay, 

Is still like distant music heard ; — 
That tender farewell on the shore 
Of this rude world, when all is o'er, 
Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 
Puts off into the unknown Dark. 

Deserted youth ! one thought alone 

Shed joy around his soul in death, — 
That she, whom he for years had ksown. 
And loved, and mi^t have caU'd 1^ own. 

Was safe from this foul midnight's breath, — 
Safe in her father's princely halls, 
Where the cool oira from fountiun Ms, 
Freshly perfumed by many a brand 
Of tiie sweet wood from India's land. 
Were pure as she whose brow they fiinn'd. 
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But see — who yonder comes bj stealth, 

This melancholy bow'r to seek, 
Like a young envoy, sent by Health, 

With rosy gifts upon her cheek ? 
'Tis she — ^fiar off, through moonlight dim, 

He knew his own betrothed bride, 
She, who would rather die with him, 

Tlian live to gain the world beside ! — 
Her arms are round her lover now, 

His livid cheek to hers she presses. 
And dips, to bind his burning brow. 

In the cool lake her loosen'd tresses. 

Ah ! once, how little did he think 

An hour would come, when he should shrink 

With horror from that dear embrace, 

Those gentle arms, that were to him 
Holy as is the cradling place 

Of Eden's infant cherubim ! 
And now he yields — now turns away, 
Shudd'ring as if the venom lay 
All in those proffered lips alone — 
Those lips that, then so fearless grown, 
Never imtil that instant came 
Near his unask'd or without shame. 
" Oh I let me only breathe the air, 

The blessed air, that's breath'd by thee. 
And, whether on its wings it bear 

Healing or death, 'tis sweet to me ! 
There — drink my tears, while yet they fall — 

Would that my bosom's blood were balm, 
And, well thou know'st, I'd shed it all. 

To give thy brow one minute's calm. 
Nay, turn not from me that dear face — 
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Am I not thiue — ^thy own loved brid< 
The one, the chosen one, whose place 

In life or death is by thy side ? 
Think'st thou that she, whose only light, 

In this dim world, from thee hath shone, 
Could bear the long, the cheerless night. 

That must be hers when thou art gone ? 
That I can live, and let thee go, 
"Who art my life itself? — ^No, no — 
When the stem dies, the leaf that grew 
Out of its heart must perish too ! 
Then turn to me, my own love, turn, 
Before, like thee, I fade and bum ; 
Cling to these yet cool lips, and share 
The last pure hfe that lingers there ! '* 
She fails — she sinks — as dies the lamp 
In chamel airs, or cavern-damp, 
So quickly do his baleful sighs 
Quench all the sweet light of her eyes. 
One struggle — and his pain is past — 

Her lover is no longer Hving ! 
One kiss the maiden gives, one last, 

Long kiss, which she expires in giving ! 




THE FEAST OF ROSES. 

HO has oot heard of the Vale of Cabhxbbx, 
With its roeeB the brightest that earth erer 
gave, 

Its temples, and ^^ttoe, and foiutaiiiB as dear 
Afi the loTC-lighted eyea that hang over their 



But Dcver yet, by night or day, 
la dew of spring or sununer's ray. 
Did the sweet Valley shine so gay 
Ah now it ehines — all love and light. 
Visions by day and feasts by night ! 
A happier smile illumes each brow, 

With quicker spread each heart uncloses. 
And all is ecstasy, — for now 

The Valley holds its Feast of Boecs ; 
The joyous Time, when pleasures pour 
Profusely round, and, in their shower. 
Hearts open, like the Season's fiose, — 

The Flow'ret of a hundred leaves, 
Expanding while the dew-fall flows. 

And every leaf its balm receives. 

'Twaa when the hour of evening came 
Upon the Lake, serene and cool, 

When Day had hid his sultry flame 
Behind (he palms of Basahoulk, 

When mtuds began to lift their heads, 

B«&csh'd from their ewbroider'd beds. 
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Where they had slept the sun away, 
And waked to moonlight and to play. 

All were abroad — the busiest hive 
On Bkla's hills is less alive, 
When saffron-beds are full in flowV, 
Than look'd the Valley in that hour. 
A thousand restless torches play'd 
Through every grove and island shade ; 
A thousand sparkling lamps were set 
On every dome and minaret ; 
And fields and pathways, far and near. 
Were lighted by a blaze so clear, 
That you could see, in wand'iing round, 
The smallest rose-leaf on the gix>und. 
Yet did the maids and matrons leave 
Their veils at home, that brilliant eve ; 
And there wei*c glancing eyes about. 
And cheeks, Uiat would not dare shine out 
In open day, but thought they might 
Ix>ok lovely then, because 'twas night. 
And all were fi^ee, and wandering. 

And all exclaim'd to all they met, 
That never did the summer bring 

So gay a Feast of Roses yet ; — 
The moon had never shed a light 

So clear as that which bless'd them there ; 
The roses ne'er shone half so bright, 

Nor they themselves look'd half so fair. 

And what a wilderness of flow'rs ! 
It seem'd as though from all the bow'i-s 
And fairest fields of all the year, 
The mingled spoil were scatter'd here. 

37 




ITic Lake, too, like a garden breathes. 
With the rich buds that o'er it lie, — 
Am if a stiowLT of fairy wreaths 

Had fall'n Upon it from the sky I 
And thfn tho Kiiuiids of joy. — the beat 
Of laboi* and of dniiciiis feet ; — 
The in i n 11 rel- crier's I'limint of gkf 
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Sung from bis lighted gallery, 
And answer'd by a ziraleet 
From neighbouring Ilaram, wild and sweet ; — 
The merry laughter, echoing 
From gardens, where the silken swing 
Wafts some delighted girl above 
The top leaves of the orange grove ; 
Or, from those infant groups at play 
Among the tents that line the way, 
Flinging, unawed by slave or mother, 
Handfuls of roses at each other. — 
Then, the sounds from the Lake, — the low whisp'ring in boats. 
As they shoot through the moonlight ; — the dripping of oars. 
And the wild, airy warbling that everywhere floats. 

Through the groves, round the islands, as if all the shores, 
Like those of Xathay, uttered music, and gave 
An answer in song to the kiss of each wave. 
But the gentlest of all are those sounds, full of feeling, 
That soft frx)m the lute of some lover are stealing, — 
Some lover, who knows all the heart-touching power 
Of a lute and a sigh in this magical hour. 
Oh ! best of delights as it cv'rywhere is 
To be near the loved Ons, — what a rapture is his 
Who in moonlight and music thus sweetly may glide 
O'er the Lake of Cashmerb, with that One by his side ! 
If woman can make the worst wilderness dear, 
Think, think what a Heav'n she must make of Casttmere ! 



292 




I 



THE GHEBER'S STRONOHOIJ), . 

FROM "THB FIRB-W0R8HTFPKRA.*' 

IFERE stood — ^but one aliort lea^io away 
From old Harkozia's sultry l>ay — 
A rocky mountain, o'er the Sea 
Of Oman beetling awfiilly ; 
A last and solitary link 

Of those stupendous chains that roach 
From the broad Caspian's reedy brink 

Down winding to the Green Sea liench. 
Around its base the bare rocks stoo<l, 
Like naked giants, in the flood, 

As if to guard the Gulf across ; 
\Miile, on ita peak, that braved the sky, 
A niin*d Temple tower'd, so high 
That oft the sleeping albatross 
Struck the wild ruins with her wing, 
And from her cloud-rock'd slumbering 
Started — to find man's dwellmg there 
In her own silent fields of air ! 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That dash'd, like midnight revellers, in ; — 
And such the strange, mysterious din 
At times throughout those caverns roll'd, — 
And such the fearful wonders told 
Of restless sprites imprison'd there, 
That bold were Moslem, who would dare. 
At twilight hour, to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Ghehcr's lonely cliff. 
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On the land side, those tow'rs suhlimc, 
That seem'd ahove the grasp of Time, 
Were sever'd from the haunts of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen, 
So fathomless, so full of gloom. 

No eye could pierce the void between : 
It seem'd a place where Gholes might eomo 
Witli their foul banquets from the tomb, 

And in its caverns feed unseen. 
Like distant thunder, from below, 

The sound of many torrents came, 
Too deep for eye or ear to know 
If 'twere the sea's imprisoned flow. 
Or floods of ever-i*estJes8 flame. 
For eacli ravine, each rocky spire 
Of that vast mountain stood on tire ; 
And, though for ever past the days 
Wlien God was worshipped in the blaze 
That fi-om its lofty altar shone, — 
Though fled the priests, the vot'ries gone. 
Still did the mighty flame bum on. 
Through chance and change, through good and ill, 
Like its own God's eternal will. 
Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable ! 




ALM AFTER STUUM, 



'' OW cHlm. Iiuw honutifiil comes on 
The stillj hour, wlipn siormn nre gone : 
When wnninjt winils imve died awav, 
_ And cl"mln. Iieiioniii tlu' Klmiring ray. 
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Melt off, and leave the land and sea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity, — 
Fresh as if Day again were bom, 
Again upon the lap of Morn ! — 
Wlien the light blossoms, rudely torn 
And scattered at the whirlwind's will, 
Hang floating in the pure air still, 
Filling it all with precious balm, 
In gratitude for this sweet calm ; — 
And ev'ry drop the thunder-show'rs 
Have left upon the grass and flow'i-s 
Sparkles, as 'twere that lightning-gem 
Whose liquid flame is bom of them ! 
When, 'stead of one unchanging breeze, 
There blow a thousand gentle airs. 
And each a difi^'rent perfume bears, — 
As if the loveliest plants and trees 
Had vassal breezes of their own 
To watch and wait on them alone, 
^Vnd waft no other breath than theirs : 
WTien the blue waters rise and fall. 
In sleepy sunshine mantling all ; 
And ev'n that swell the tempest leaves 
Is like the full and silent heaves 
Of lovers' hearts, when newly blest. 
Too newly to be quite at rest. 




296 



THE DIRGE OF HINDA. 



PROM "THE FIRE-WOBSniPPERS. 




ARE WELL — farewell to thee, Ababy's daughter ! 

(Thus warbled a Pebi beneath the dark sea,) 
No pearl ever lay, under Oman's gi'eeu water, 

More pure in its shell than thy Spirit in thee. 



Oh ! fair as the sea-flower close to thee growing, 
How light was thy lieait till Love's witchery came. 

Like the wind of the south o'er a summer lute blowhig. 
And hush'd all its music, and withered its frame ! 

But long, upon Araby's green sunny highlands. 
Shall maids and their lovers remember the doom 

( >f her, who lies sleeping among the Pearl Islands, 
With nought but the sea-star to light up her tomb. 

And still, when the merry date -season is burning, 
And calls to the palm -groves the young and the old, 

The happiest there, from their pastime returning 
At sunset, will weep when thy story is told. 

The young village-maid, when with flow'i*s she dresses 
Her dark flowing hair for some festival day. 

Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses. 
She mounifully turns from the mirror away. 



Nor shall Iran, beloved of her Hero ! forget thee — 
Though tyrants watch over her tears as they start, 

Close, close by tlie side of that Hero she 'U set thee, 
Embalm'd in the innermost shrine of her heart. 
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Farewell — be it ours to embellish thj pillow 
With ev'ry thing beauteous that grows in the deep ; 

Each flow'r of the rock and each gem of the billow 
Shall sweeten thy bed and illumine thy sleep. 

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber 
That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept ; 

With many a shell, in whose hollow-wreath'd chamber, 
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept 

We'll dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling. 
And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head ; 

We '11 seek where the sands of the Caspian are sparkling, 
And gather their gold to strew over thy bed 

Farewell — ^farewell — until Pity's sweet fountain 
Is lost in the hearts of the fair and the brave, 

They '11 weep foi* the Chicfbain who died on that mountain, 
They '11 weep for the Maiden who sleeps in this wave. 





LOVERS' QUARRELS. 

LAS ! — ^how light a cause may move 
Dissension between hearts that love ! 
Hearts that the world in vain had tried, 
And sorrow but more closely tied ; 

That stood the storm when waves were rough, 

Yet in a sunny hour fall off, 

88 
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Like ships that have gone down at sea, 
When heaven was all tranquillity ! 
A something, light as air — a look, 

A word unkind or wrongly taken — 
Oh ! love, that tempests never shook, 

A breath, a touch like this hath shaken. 
And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin ; 
And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in courtship's smiling day ; 
And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they siud ; 
Till fast declining, one by one. 
The sweetnesses of love are gone, 
And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, — or like the stream. 
That smiling left the mountain's brow 

As though its waters ne'er could sever, 
Yet, ere it reach the plain below. 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever. 

Oh, you, that have the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage boimd, 
As in the Fields of Bliss above 

He sits, with flow*rets fetter'd round ; — 
Loose not a tie that round him clings, 
Nor ever let him use his wings ; 
For ev'n an hour, a minute's flight 
Will rob the plumes of half their light. 
Like that celestial bird, — whose nest 

Is found beneath far Eastern skies, — 
Whose wings, though radiant when at rest, 

Lose all their glory when he flies ! 




THE RECONCILIATION OF SELIM ASD NOURMAHAL. 

HA.T cTening, (tnistJDg that hu soul 
Might be from haiindng love released 
By mirth, by music, and tho bow),) 
The' Imperial Seuh held a feast 
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In his magnificent Shalimar : — 

In whose Saloons, when the first star 

Of evening o'er the waters tremhled, 

The Valley's loreliest all assembled ; 

All the bright creatures that, like dreams, 

Glide through its foliage, and drink beams 

Of beauty finom its founts and streams ; 

And all those wandering minstrel -maids, 

Who leave — how can they leave? — ^the shades 

Of that dear Valley, and are found 

Singing in gardens of the South 
Those songs, that ne'er so sweetly sound 

As from a young Cashmerian's mouth. 

There, too, the Haram's inmates smile ; — 

Maids fipom the West, with sun-bright hair, 
And from the Garden of the Nile, 

Delicate as the roses there ; — 
Daughters of Love from Cypbus' rocks, 
With Paphian diamonds in their locks ; — 
Light Peri forms, such as they are 
On the gold meads of Candahar ; 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes. 

In their own bright Kathaian bow'rs, 
Sparkle such nunbow butterflies. 

That they might fency the rich flown. 
That round them in the sun lay sighing. 
Had been by magic all set flying. 

Every thing young, every thing fair 
From East and West is blushing there, 
Exceptr— exceptr— oh, Nottrmahal ! 
Thou loveliest, dearest of them all, 
The one whose smile shone out alone. 
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Amidst a world the only one ; 

Whose light; among so many lights. 

Was like that star on starry nights 

The seaman singles from the sky. 

To steer his hark for oyer hy ! 

Thou wert not there — so Sklih thought, 

And everything seem'd drear without thee ; 
But, ah ! thou wert, thou wert, — and hrought 

Thy charm of song all fresh ahout thee. 
Mingling unnoticed with a hand « 

Of lutanists from many a land, 
And veil'd by such a mask as shades 
The features of young Arab maids, — 
A mask that leaves but one eye free. 
To do its best in witchery, — 
She roved, with beating heart, around. 

And waited, trembling, for the minute, 
When she might try if stiU the sound 

Of her loved lute had magic in it. 

The board was spread with fruits and wine ; 
With grapes of gold, like those that shine 
On Casbin's hills ; — pomegranates full 

Of melting sweetness, and the pears 
And sunniest apples that Caubul 

In all its thousand gardens bears ; — 
Plantains, the golden and the green, 
^Lalaya's nectar'd mangusteen ; 
Prunes of Bokhaba, and sweet nuts 

From the far groves of Samarcand, 
And Basra dates, and apricots. 

Seed of the Sun, fix)m Trail's land ; — 
W^ith rich conserve of Visna cherries. 
Of orange flowers, and of those berries 
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That, wild and fresh, the young gazelles 
Feed on in Ebac's rocky dells. 
All these in richest yases smile, 

In baskets of pure santal-wood. 
And urns of porcelain from that isle 

Sunk underneath the Indian flood, 
Whence oft the lucky diver brings 
Vases to grace the halls of kings. 
Wines, too, of every clime and hue. 
Around their liquid lustre threw : 
Amber Bosolli, — ^the bright dew 
From vineyards of the Green-Sea gushing ; 
And SuiBAz wine, that richly ran 

As if that jewel, large and rare, 
The ruby for which Kublai-Khax 
Offer'd a city's wealth, was blushing, 

Melted within the goblets there ! 



And amply Selim quaffs of each. 

And seems resolved the flood shall reach 

His inward heart, — shedding around 

A genial deluge, as they run, 
That soon shall leave no spot undrown'd, 

For Love to rest his wings upon. 
He little knew how well the boy 

Can float upon a goblet's streams, 
Lighting them with his smile of joy ; — 

As bards have seen him in their dreams, 
Down the blue Ganges laughing glide 

Upon a rosy lotus wreath. 
Catching new lustre frt)m the tide 

That with his image shone beneath. 



But what ore cupe, without the aid 

Of Bong to Bpeed them as they flow ? 
And see — a lovely Georgian maid. 




Witli all the bloom, the freshcn'd glow 
Of her own country mudens' looks, 
When wnnn thev rise from Tbflis' bi'ooks : 
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And with an eye, whose restless ray, 

FuU, floating, dark— oh, he, who knows 
His heart is weak, of Heav'n should pray 

To guard him from such eyes as those ! — 

With a voluptuous wildness flings 

Her snowy hand across the strings 

Of a syrinda, and thus sings : — 

Come hither, come hither — ^by night and by day, 
We linger in pleasures that never are gone ; 

Like the waves of the summer, as one dies away, 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on. 

And the love that is o'er, in expiring, gives birth 
To a new one as warm, as unequall'd in bliss ; 

And, oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth, 

It is this, it is this. 

Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flow'r of the Amra just oped by a bee ; 

And precious their tears as that rain from the sky, 
Wliich turns into pearls as it falls in the sea. 

Oh ! think what the kiss and the smile must be worth 
When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in blis», 

And own if there be an Elysium on earth, 

It is this, it is this. 

Here sparkles the nectar, that, hallow'd by love, 

Could draw down those angels of old from theii* sphere. 

Who for wine of this earth left the fountains above, 
And forgot heav'n's stars for the eyes we have heit?. 

And, bless'd with the odour our goblet gives forth, 
What Spirit the sweets of his Eden would miss? 

For, oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 

It is this, it is this. 
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The Georgian'^ song was scarcely muto, 

When the same measure, sound for sound, 
Was caught up by another lute, 

And so divinely breath'd around^ 
That all stood hush'd and wondering, 

And tum'd and look'd into the air, 
As if they thought to see the wing 

Of IsBAFiL^ the Angel, there ; — 
So powerfully on ev'ry soul 
That new, enchanted measure stoic. 
While now a voice, sweet as the note 
Of the charm'd lute, was heard to float 
Along its chords, and so entwine 

Its sounds with theirs, that none knew whether 
The voice or lute was most divuie, 

So wondrously they went together : — 

There 's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 
When two, that are link'd in one heav'nly tic, 

With heart never changing, and brow never cold. 
Love on through aU ills, and love on till they die ! 

One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 

Whole ages of heartless and w^and'ring bliss ; 

And, oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 

'Twas not the air, 'twas not the woixls, 
But that deep magic in tho chords 
And in the lips, that gave such pow'r 
As Music knew not till that hour. 
At once a hundred voices said, 
" It is the mask'd Arabian maid ! " 
Wliile Selim, who had felt the strain 
Deepest of any, and had lain 

39 
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Some minutes rapt, as in a trance, 
After the fairy sounds were o'er, 

Too inly touch'd for utterance, 

Now motion'd with his hand for moi*e : - 

Fly to the desert, fly with me, 
Our Arah tents are rude for thee ; 
But, oh ! the choice what heart can douht. 
Of tents with love, or thrones without ? 

Our rocks are rough, but, smiling there, 
The' acacia waves her yellow hair. 
Lonely and sweet, nor loved the less 
For flowering in a wilderness. 

Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
The silv'ry-footed antelope 
As gracefully and gaily springs 
As o'er the marble courts of kings. 

Then come — thy Arab maid will be 
The loved and lone acacia-tree. 
The antelope, whose feet shall bless 
With their light sound thy loneliness. 

Oh ! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through the heart, — 
As if the soul that minute caught 
Some treasure it through life had sought ; 

As if the very lips and eyes. 
Predestined to have all oiu* sighs, 
And never be forgot again. 
Sparkled and spoke before us then 
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So came thy evVy glaiice and tone 
When first on me the}' breathM ami shone ; 
New, as if brought from other 8]>here8, 
Yet welcome as if loved for years. 

Then fly with me, — if thou hast known 
No other flame, nor fidsely thrown 
A gem away, that thou hadst sworn 
Should ever in thy heart be worn. 

Come, if the love thou hast for me, 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee, — 
Fresh as the fountain under gi*ound, 
AVTien first 'tis by the lapwing found. 

But if for me thou dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipp'd image from its base, 
To give to me the ruin'd place ; — 

Then, fai*e thee well — ^I'd rather make 
My bower upon some icy lake 
When thawing suns begin to bhine, 
Than trust to love so false as thine ! 

There was a pathos in this lay, 

That, ev'n without enchantment's art, 
AN'ould instantly have found its way 

Deep into Selim's burning heart ; 
13 ut breathhig, as it did, a tone 
To earthly lutes and lips unknown ; 
With every chord fresh from the touch 
Of Music's Spirit, — 'twas too much 
Starting, he dash'd away the cup, — 
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\\liich, all tlie time of this sweet aii% 
His hand had held, untasted, up, 

As if 'twere fix'd hj magic there, — 
And naming her/ so long unnamed. 
So long unseen, wildly ezclaim'd, 

" O NOUBMAHAL ! O'NoXTBMAHAL ! 

Hadst thou but sung this witching strain, 
I could fofget — ^forgive thee aU, 
And never leave those eyes again." 

The mask is off — ^the charm is wrought— 
And Selim to his heart has caught, 
In blushes more than ever bright, 
His NouBMAHAL, his Haram's Light ! 



v^ 




FKOM 



" THE LOVES OF THE ANGELS." 




LILIS. 

IIERE was a maid, of all who move 
Like visions o'er this orb, most fit 
To be a bright young angel's love, 
Herself so bright, so exquisite ! 
The pride, too, of her step, as light 

Along the' unconscious earth she wont, 
Seem'd that of one, bom with a right 

To walk some heavenlier element, 
And tread in places where her feet 
A star at ev'ry step should meet. 
T was not alone that loveliness 

By which the wilder'd sense is caught — 
Of lips, whose very breath could bless ; 

Of playful blushes, that seem*d nought 

But luminous escapes of thought ; 
Of eyes that, when by anger stirr'd. 
Were fire itself, but, at a word 

Of tenderness, all soft became 
As though they could, like the sun's bird, 

Dissolve away in their own flame — 
Of form, as pliant as the shoots 

Of a young tree, in vernal flower ; 
Yet round and glowing as the fruits. 

That drop from it in sunmier's hour ; — 
'Twas not alone this loveliness 

That falls to loveliest women's share. 

Though, even here, her form could spare 
From its own beauty's rich excess 

Enough to make ev'n them more fair — 
But 'twas the Mind, outshining clear 
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Through her whole frame — ^the soul, still near, 
To light each chamiy yet independent 

Of what it lighted, aa the sun 
That shines on flowers, would he resplendent 

Were there no flowers to shine upon— 
'T was this, all this, in one eomhined — 

The* unnumher'd looks and arts that form 
The glory of young woman-kind, 

Taken, m their perfection, warm, 

Ere time had chilled a single charm, 
And stamped with such a seal of Mind, 

As gave to beauties, that might be 
Too sensual else, too unrefined, 

The impress of Divinity ! 





THE PRAYER OF LILIS. 

T was in dreams that first I stole 

With gentle mastery o'er her mind — 
In that rich twilight of the soul, 

"WTien reason's beam, half hid behind 
The clouds of sleep, obscurely gilds 
Each shadowy shape the Fancy builds — 
'Twas then, by that soft light, I brought 
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Vague, glimmering visions to her view ;-^ 
Catches of rddiance, lost when caught. 
Bright labjTlnths, that led to nought, 

And vistns, with no pathway through ; — 
Dwellings of bliss, that opening shone. 

Then closed, dissolved, and left no trace^ 
All that, in short, could tempt Hope on, 

But give her wing no resting-place ; 
Myself the while, with brow, as yet, 
Pure as the young moon's coronet. 
Through every dream still in her sight. 

The' enchanter of each mocking scene, 
Who gave the hope, then brought the blight, 
Who said, " Behold, yon world of light," 

Then sudden dropt a veil between ! 

At length, when I perceived each thought, 
Waking or sleeping, fix'd on nought 

But these illusive scenes, and me — 
The phantom, who thus came and went, 
In half revealments only meant 

To madden curiosity — 
When by such various arts I found 
Her &ncy to its utmost wound. 
One night — 'twas in a holy spot. 
Which she for prayer had chosen — a grot 
Of purest marble, built below 
Her garden beds, through which a glow 
From lamps invisible then stole. 

Brightly pervading all the place — 
Like that mysterious light, the soul. 

Itself unseen, sheds through the face. 
There, at her altar, while she knelt, 
And all that woman ever felt, 
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Wheo God and man both claim'd her sighs — 
Every warm thought, that ever dwelt. 

Like summer clouds, 'twjit earth and skies. 
Too pure to Fall, too gross to rise. 
Spoke in her gesturesj tones, and ejes — 




)\'hy do I ever lost tliOL- ? why, 
[ \Mieii oil tliy realms and thee I gajx, 
*lill (inipn that veil, wliii'h I could die. 
Oh glu%, but one hour to raiec ? 

c Hucli luirack'ii a.i thou 
And ihiiiu came o'er my thoughts, a thin 
r light was iu thia soul, which n 
Thj looks have into jiossion nursed. 

■• There's notliiiig bright nbofc, below, 

III sky — earth — Deeiiii, that this breast 
Dotli not intensely burn to know, 
And thee, thee, tlieo, i>'or all the rest ! 

" Then c<iQie, eh Spiiit, fi-.,m behind 
The curtains of tliy radiant home; 
If thou wouldat he aa augcl shrined. 
Or loved and claap'il as mortal, come ! 
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*' Bring all thj dazzling wonders here, 
That I may, waking, know and see ; 
Or waft me hence to thy own sphere, 
Thy heaven or — ay, even that with thee ! 

*' Demon or Grod, who hold'st the hook 

Of knowledge spread heneath thine eye. 
Give me, with thee, hut one hright look. 
Into its leaves, and let me die ! 

" By those ethereal wings, whose way 
Lies through an element, so fraught 
With living Mind, that, as they play. 
Their every movement is a thought ! 
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By that hright, wreathed hair, hetween 
TNliosc sunny clusters the sweet wind 

Of Paradise so late hath heen. 
And left its fragrant soul hehind ! 



'* By those impassion'd eyes, that melt 
Their light into the inmost heart ; 
Like sunset in the waters, felt 

As molten fire through every part — 

'< I do implore thee, oh most hright 

And worshipped Spirit, shine hut o*er 
My waking, wondering eyes this night, 
This one West liight — I ask no more ! *' 

Exhausted, hreathless, as she said 
These huming words, her languid head 
Upon the altar's steps she cast. 
As if that hrain -throb were its last — 
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Tilly startled by the breathiug, nigh, 
Of lips, that echoed back her sigh, 
Sudden her brow again she raised ; 

And there, just lighted on the shrine. 
Beheld me — not as I had blazed 

Around her, full of light divine, 
In her late dreams, but soflten'd down 
Into more mortal grace ; — ^my croura 
Of flowers, too radiant for this world. 

Left hanging on yon starry steep ; 
My wings shut up, like banners fiirl'd. 

When Peace hath put their pomp to sleep ; 

Or like autumnal clouds, that keep 
Their lightnings sheath'd, rather than mar 
The dawning hour of some young star ; 
And nothing left, but what beseem'd 

The' accessible, though glorious mate 
Of moi*tal woman — whose eyes beam'd 

Back upon hers, as passionate. 





THE DEATH OF LILIS. 

T was an evening bright and still 
As ever blush'd on wave or bower, 

Smiling from heaven, as if nought ill 
Could happen in so sweet an hour. 
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Yet, I remember, both grew sod 

In looking at that light — even she. 
Of heart so freshy and brow bo glad, 

Felt the BtiU hour's solemnity, 
And thought she saw, in that repose, 

The death-hour not alone of light, 
But of this whole fair world — the close 

Of all things beautiful and bright — 
The last, grand sunset, in whose ray 
Nature herself died calm away I 

At length, as though some livelier thought 
Had suddenly her fiftncy caught, 
She tum'd upon me her dark eyes, 

Dilated into that full shape 
They took in joy, reproach, surprise, 

As 'twere to let more soul escape, 
And, playfully as on my head 
Her white hand rested, smiled and said ; — 

'* I had, last night, a dream of thee, 

Bcsembling those divine ones, given, 
Like preludes to sweet minstrelsy, 

Before thou cam'st, thyself from heaven. 

" The same rich wreath was on thy brow, 
Dazzling as if of starlight made ; 
And these wings, lying darkly now. 

Like meteors round thee flash'd and play 'd. 

** Thou stood'st all bright, as in those dreams. 
As if just wafted from above ; 
Mingling earth's waimth with heaven's beams, 
A civature to adore and love. 
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** Sudden I felt thee draw me near 

To thy pure heart, where, fondly placed, 
T aeem'd within the atmosphere 
Of that exhaling light embraced ; 

" And felt, methought, the' ethereal flame 
Pass from thy purer soul to mine ; 
Till — oh, too blissful — ^I became. 
Like thee, all spirit, all divine ! 

" Say, why did dream so blest come o'er me. 
If, now I wake, 'tis faded, gone ? 
When will my Cherub shine before me 
Thus radiant, as in heaven he shone ? 

** Wlien shall I, waking, be allow'd 

To gaze upon those perfect charms, 
And clasp thee once, without a cloud, 
A chill of earth, within these anns? 

** Oh what a pride to say, this, this 
Is my own Angel — all divine, 
And pure, and dazzling as he is, 

And fresh from heaven — he's mine, he's mine ! 

" Think'st thou, were Lilis in thy place, 
A creature of yon lofty skies, 
She would have hid one single grace, 
One glory from her lover's eyes ? 

" No, no — then, if thou lov'st like me. 
Shine out, young Spirit, in the blaze 
Of thy most proud divinity. 

Nor think thou 'It wound this mortal gaze. 



320 

" Too long and oft I've look'd upon 

Those ardent eyes, intense ev'n thus — 
Too near the stars themselyes have gone, 
To fear aught grand or luminous. 

" Then douht me not — oh, who can say 
But that this dream may yet come true. 
And my blest spirit drink thy ray, 
Till it becomes all heayenly too ? 

** Let me this onoe but feel the flame 
Of those spread wings, the very pride 
Will change my nature, and this frame 
By the mere touch be deified 1" 

Thus spoke the maid, as one not used 
To be by earth or heaven refused — 
As one who knew her influence o'er 

All creatures, whatsoe'er they were. 
And, though to heaven she could not soar, 

At least would bring down heaven to her. 

« * * * * 

« * * * * 

How could I pause ? how ev'n let &11 

A word, a whisper that could stir 
In her proud heart a doubt, that all 

I brought from heaven belong'd to her? 
Slow from her side I rose, while she 
Arose, too, mutely, tremblingly. 
But not with fear — all hope, and pride. 

She waited for the awful boon, 
Like priestesses, at eventide, 

Watching the rise of the full moon. 
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Whose light, when once its orb hath shone, 
'Twill madden them to look upon ! 

Of all my glories, the bright crown, 

Which, when I last from heaven came down, 

Was left behind me, in yon star 

That shines from out those clouds afar, — 

Where, relic sad, 'tis treasured yet. 

The downfallen angel's coronet ! — 

Of all my glories, this alone 

Was wanting : — ^but the illumined brow. 

The sun-bright locks, the eyes that now 
Had love's spell added to their own. 
And pour'd a light till then unknown ; — 

The' unfolded wings, that, in their play. 
Shed sparkles bright as Alla's throne ; 

All I could bring of heaven's an^ay. 
Of that rich panoply of charms 

A Cherub moves in, on the day 
Of his best pomp, I now put on ; 
And, proud that in her eyes I shone 
Thus glorious, glided to her arms ; 
Which still (though at a sight so splendid, 

Her dazzled brow had, instantly, 
Sunk on her breast) were wide extended 

To clasp the form she durst not see I 
Great Heaven ! how cotUd thy vengeance light 
So bitterly on one so bright ? 
How could the hand, that gave such charms, 
Blast tliem again, in love's own arms ? 
Scarce had I touch'd her shrinking frame 

When — oh most horrible ! — I felt 
That every spark of that pure flame — 

Pure, while among the stars I dwelt — 

41 



322 

« 

Was uow, by my transgression, tuniM 
Into gross, earthly fire, which buiiiM, 
Bum'd all It touch'd, as fast as eye 

Conld follow the fieix^, ravening flashes ; 
Till there— O God, I stiU ask why 
Such doom was hers ? — I saw her lie 

Blackening within my arms to ashes ! 
That brow, a glory but to see — 

Those lips, whose touch was what the first 
Fresh cup of immortality 

Is to a new-made angel's thirst ! . 
Those clasping arms, within whose round— 
My heart's horizon — ^the whole bound 
Of its hope, prospect, heaven was found ! 
AMiich, even in this dread moment, fond 

As when they first were round me cast, 
Loosed not in death the fatal bond, 

But, bui'ning, held me to the last ! 





THE ANGEL ZARAPITS STORY. 

MONG the Spirits, of pure flame, 

That in the' eternal heavens abide — 



Circles of light, that from the same 
Unclouded centre sweeping wide, 
Carry its beams on every side — 
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Like spheres of air that wafib around 

The undulations of rich sound. 

Till the far-circling radiance he 

Diffused into infinity ! 

First and immediate near the Throne 

Of Alla, as if most his own, 

The Seraphs stand — this burning sign 

Traced on their banner, " Love divine ! " 

Their rank, their honours, far above 

Ev'n those to high-brow*d Cherubs given, 
Though knowing all ; — so much doth love 

Transcend all Knowledge, ev'n in heaven ! 

'Along these was Zaraph once — and none 

E'er felt affection's holy fire, 
Or yeam'd towainls the' Eternal One, 

With half such longing, deep desire. 
Love was to his impassion'd soul 

Not, as with others, a mere part 
Of its existence, but the whole — 

The very life-breath of his heart I 
Oft, when fix)m Alla's lifted brow 

A lustre came, too bright to bear. 
And all the seraph ranks would bow, 

To shade thier dazzled sight, nor dare 

To look upon the' effulgence there— 
This Spirit's eyes would court the blaze 

(Such pride he in adoring took). 
And rather lose, in that one gaze. 

The power of looking, than not look ! 
Then, too, when angel voices sung 
The mercy of their God, and strung 
Their harps to hail, with welcome sweet, 

That moment, watch'd for by all eyes. 
When some repentant sinner's feet 
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First toucliM the threshold of the skien. 
Oh, then, how clearly did the voice 
Of Zaraph above all rejoice ! 
Love was in ev'ry buoyant tone — 

Such love, as only could belong 
To the blest angels, and alone 

Could, ev'n from angels, bring such song ! 

Alas ! that it should e'er have been 

In heav'n as 'tis too often here, 
Where notliing fond or bright is seen, 

But it hath pain and peril near ; — 
"WTiere right and wrong so close resemble, 

That what we take for virtue's thrill 
Is often the first downward ti^mble 

Of the heart's balance unto ill ; 
WTiere Love hath not a shrine so pure. 

So holy, but the serpent, Sin, 
In moments, ev'n the most secure. 

Beneath his altai* may glide in ! 
So was it with that A.ngcl — such 

The charm, that sloped his fall along. 
From good to ill, from loving much. 

Too easy lapse, to loving wrong. — 
Ev'n so that amorous Spirit, bound 
By beauty's spell, where'er 'twas foimd, 
Fi-om the bright things above the moon 

Down to earth's beaminf^ eves descended. 
Till love for the Creator soon 

In passion for the creature ended. 

'T was tii'st at twilight, on the shore 
Of the smooth sea, he hemd the lute 

And voice of her he loved steal o'er 
The silver watei-s, that lay mute. 
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As loth, bj even a breath, to stay 
The pilgrimage of that sweet lay, 
Whose echoes still went on and on, 
Till lost among the light that shone 
Far off, beyond the ocean's brim — 

There, where the rich cascade of day 
Had, o'er the' horizon's golden rim. 

Into Elysium roU'd away I 
Of God she sung, and of the mild 

Attendant Mercy, that beside 
His awful throne for ever smiled. 

Ready, with her white hand, to guide 
His bolts of vengeance to their prey — 
That she might quench them on the way ! 
Of Peace — of that Atoning Love, 
Upon whose star, shining above 
This twilight world of hope and fear, 

The weeping eyes of Faith are fix'd 
So fond, that with her every tear 

The light of that love-star is mix'd ! — 
All this she sung, and such a soul 

Of piety was in that song, 
That the charm'd Angel, as it stoic 

Tenderly to his ear, along 
Those lulling waters where he lay. 
Watching the daylight's dying ray, 
Thought 'twas a voice from out the wave, 
An echo, that some sea-nymph gave 
To Eden's distant harmony, 
Heard faint and sweet beneath the sea ! 

Quickly, however, to its source, 
Tracing that music's melting coui'se. 
He saw, upon the golden sand 
Of the sea-shore, a maiden stand. 




Before whose foct the' expiring waves 
Flung their la»t otFering with a sigh — 

As. in the Eaat, exhausted slaves 

Jiay down the far-bronght gift, and dic- 

Aiid, wliile her Iut4> hung by her, hush'd, 
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As if unequal to the tide 
Of song, that from her lips still gush'd, 

She raised, like one beatified, 
Those ejes, whose light seem'd rather given 

To be adored than to adore — 
Such eyes, as may have looked from heaven, 

But ne'er were raised to it before ! 

O Love, Seligion, Music — all 

That's left of Eden upon earth — 
The only blessings, since the fall 
Of our weak souls, that still recall 

A trace of their high, glorious birth — 
How kindred are ihe dreams you bring ! 

How Love, though unto earth so prone. 
Delights to take religion's wing. 

When time or grief hath staiu'd his own ! 
How near to Love's beguiUng brink, 

Too oft, entranced Religion lies ! 
While Music, Music is the link 

They both still hold by to the skie», 
The language of their native sphere, 
A^Tiich they had else forgotten here. 

How then could Zabaph fail to feel 

That moment's witcheries ?— one, so fair, 

Ereatliing out music, that might steal 
Heaven ftt)m itself, and rapt in prayer 
That seraphs might be proud to share ! 

Oh, he did feel it, all too well — 

With warmth, that far too dearly cost — 

Nor knew he, when at lost he fell. 

To which attraction, to which spell, 
Love, Music, or Devotion, most 
His soul in that sweet hour was lost. 
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Sweet was the hour, though dearly won, 

And pure, as aught of earth could be. 
For then first did the glorious sun 

Before religion's altar see 
Two hearts in wedlock's golden tie 
Self-pledged, in love to live and die. 
Blest union ! by that Angel wove, 

And wortliy from such hands to come ; 
Safe, sole asylum, in which Love, 
When fall'n or exiled from above. 

In this dark world can find a home. 

And though the Spirit had transgress'd — 
Had, from his station 'mong the blest 
Won down by woman's smile, allow'd 

Terrestrial passion to breathe o'er 
The mirror of his heart, and cloud 

God's image, there so bright before — 
Yet never did that Power look down 

On error with a brow so mild ; 
Never did Justice wear a frown, 

Through which so gently Mercy smiled. 
For humble was their love — ^with awe 

And trembling like some treasure kept. 
That was not theirs by holy law — 
Whose beauty with remorse they saw, 

And o'er whose prcciousness they wept. 
Humility, that low, sweet root. 
From which all heavenly virtues shoot. 
Was in the hearts of both — ^but most 

In Nama's heart, by whom alone 
Those charms for which a heaven was lost, 

Seem'd all unvalued and unknown ; 
-Vnd when her seraph's eyes she caught. 

And hid hers glowing on his breast. 
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Even bliss was humbled by the thought — 

" What claim have I to be so blest? " 
Still less could maid, so meek, have nursed 
Desire of knowledge— that vain thirst, 
With which the sex hath all been cursed, 
From luckless Evr to her, who near 
The Tabernacle stole to hear 
The secrets of the angels : no — 

To love as her own Seraph loved, 
With Faith, the same through bliss and woe- 
Faith, that, were even its light removed, 
Could, like the dial, fixM remain. 
And wait till it shone out again ; — 
With Patience that, though often bow'd 

By the rude storm, can rise anew ; 
And Hope that, even from Evil's cloud, 

Sees sunny Good half breaking through ! 
This deep, relying Love, worth more 
In heaven than all a Cherub's lore — 
This Faith, more sure than aught beside, 
Was the sole joy, ambition, pride 
Of her fond heart — the' unreasoning scope 

Of all its views, above, below — 
So true she felt it that to hopey 

To trust, is happier than to know. 
And thus in humbleness they trod, 
Abash'd, but pure before their God ; 
Nor e'er did earth behold a sight 

So meekly beautiful as they. 
When, with the altai*'s holy light 

Full on their brows, they knelt to pray, 
Hand within hand, and side by side. 
Two links of love, awhile untied 
From the great chain above, but fast 

42 
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Holding together to the laat ! — 
Two fallen Splendours, from that tree, 
Wliich buds with such eternally, 
Shaken to earth, yet keeping all 
Their light and freshness in the fall. 
Their only punishment, (as wrong, 

However sweet, must bear its brand,) 
Their only doom was this — that, long 

As ihe green earth and ocean stand. 
They both shall wander here — the same, 
Throughout all time, in heart and frame — 
Still looking to that goal sublime, 

A\Tiose light remote, but sure, they see ; 
Pilgrims of Love, whose way is Time, 

WTiose home is in Eternity ! 
Subject, the while, to all the strife 
True Love encounters in this life — 
The wishes, hopes, he breathes in vain ; 

The chill, that turns his warmest sighs 

To earthly vapour, ere they rise ; 
The doubt he feeds on, and the pain 

That in his very sweetness lies : — 
Still worse, the' illusions that betray 

His footsteps to their shining brink ; 
That tempt him, on his desert way 

Through the bleak world, to bend and drink, 
Where nothing meets his lips, alas I — 
But he again must sighing pass 
On to that far-off home of peace. 
In which alone his thii-st will cease. 

All this they bear, but, not the less, 
Have moments rich in happiness — 
Blest meetings, after many a day 
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^ Of widowhood past far away, 
When the loved face again is seen 
Close, close> with not a tear between — 
Confidings frank, without control, 
Pour'd mutually from soul to soul ; 
As free from any fear or doubt 

As is that light from chill or stain ^ 
The sun into the stars sheds out, 

To be by them shed back again I — 
That happy miuglemcnt of hearts, 

Where, changed as chymic compounds ai-o, 
Each with its own existence parts. 

To find a new one, happier far I 
Such are their joys — and, ci*owning all, 

That blessed hope of the bright hour. 
When, happy and no more to fall. 

Their spirits shall, with frefihenM power. 
Rise up rewarded for their trust 

In Him, fi*om whom all goodness springs. 
And, shaking off earth's soiling dust 

From their emaucipatod wings. 
Wander for ever through those skies 
Of i*adianee, where Tiove never dies I 

In what lone region of the earth 

These Pilgrims now may roam or dwell, 
God and the Angels, who look forth 

To watch their steps, alone can tell. 
But should we, in our wanderings, 

Meet a young pair, whose beauty wants 
But the adornment of bright wings. 

To look like heaven's inhabitanti^ — 
Who shine where'er they tread, and yet 

Are humble in their earthlv lot, 
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As is the wayside violet, 

That shines unseen, and were it not 

For its sweet breath would be forgot — 
WTiose hearts, in every thought, are one, 

Whose voices utter the same wills — 
Answering, as Echo doth some tone 

Of fairy music 'mong the hills, 
So like itself, we seek in vain 
Which is the echo, which the strain — 
Whose piety is love, whose love, 

Though close as 'twere their souls' embrace, 
Is not of earth, but from above — 

Like two fair mirrors, face to face, 
Whose light, from one to the' other thrown, 
Is heaven's reflection, not their own — 
Should we e'er meet ^vith aught so pure, 
So perfect here, we may be sure 

'Tis Zahaph and his bride we see ; 
And call young lovers round, to view 
The pilgrim pair, as they pui-sue 

Their pathway towards eternity. 
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A hunter onoe in that grove reclined 127 

A Lottery, a Lottery 190 

A temple to Friendship, said Laura, enchanteci 15*2 

A wounded Chieftain, lying 142 

Alas ! — ^how light a cause may move 297 

All that's bright must fade 99 

Alone in crowds to wander on 184 

Among the spirits, of pure flame 322 

And is there then no earthly place 244 

As a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow 87 

As Love, one summer eve, was straying 87 

As o'er her loom the Lesbian maid 117 

As onoe a Grecian maiden wove 205 

As slow our ship her foamy track 52 

At mom, beside yon summer sea 228 

At night, when all is still around 247 

Awake, arise, thy light is come 203 

Being weary of love 130 

Believe me, if all those endearing young charms 19 

Believe me, Lady, when the zephyrs bland 219 

Beneath that fr^h and springing bower 285 

By that Lake, whose gloomy shore 78 

By the Feal's wave benighted 63 

Come o'er the sea 38 

Come, listen to my story, while 82 

Come list, while I tell of the heart- wounded Stranger 126 

Come, maids and youths, for here we sell 172 

Come, play me that simple air again . . - 202 

Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer 39 

Dear Harp of my Country ! in darkness I found thee 54 

Do not say that life is waning 145 

Dost thou not hear the silver bell 80 

Dost thou remember that place so lonely 108 

Down in yon summer vale 260 

Drink to her, who long 77 

Erin ! the tear and the smile in thine eyes 114 

Even here, in this region of wonders, I find 246 

Faintly as tolls the evening chime 119 

Fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 101 

Farewell — ^farewell to thee, Araby's daughter ! 296 

Farewell ! — but whenever you welcome the hour 227 

Fleetly o'er the moonlit snows 213 

Flow on, Uiou shining river 113 

Fly not yet, 'tis just the hour 26 

From rise of morn till set of sun 75 

Gaily sounds the castanet 25 

Go, then — 't is vain to hover 232 
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Hark ! the vesper hymn is stealing 147 

Hark! 'tis the breease of twilight calling 257 

Has sorrow thy young days shaded 258 

Haste, Maami, the spring is nigh 189 

Have you not seen the timid tear 25> 

Her last words at parting, how can I foi^t i 165 

How calm, how beautiful comes on 294 

How dear to me the hour when daylight dies 151 

How lightly mounts the Muse's wing Ill 

How sweet the answer Echo makes 146 

Hush, hush ! — ^how well 131 

Hymen, late, his love-knots selling 83 

dreamt that, in the Paphian groves 2 

found her not — the chamber seem'd 9 

give thee all — I can no more 1.145 

knew by the smoke, that so gfraoefully ourl'd 67 

know where the winged visions dwell 274 

love a maid, a mystic maid 225 

saw from the beach, when the morning was shining 13 

saw, from yonder silent cave 73 

saw the moon rise clear 163 

saw thy form in youthful prime 43 

stole along the flowery bank 46 

wish I was by that dim lake 74 

'd mourn the hopes that leave me 215 

've a secret to tell thee, but hush ! not here 98 

've been, oh, sweet daughter 155 

f, after all, you still will doubt and fear me 137 

f life for me hath joy or light 154 

f thou wouldst have me sing and play 197 

n the morning of life, when its cares dire unknown 70 

n vain all Uie Knights of the Underwald woo'd her 122 

s it not sweet to think, hereafter 112 

t came o'er her sleep, like a voice of those days 117 

t was an evening bright and still 317 

t was in dreams that first I stole 312 

Lesbia hath a beaming eye 71 

Let Erin remember the days of old 49 

Let's take this world as some wide scene 166 

Light sounds the harp when the combat is over 240 

Lightly, Alpine rover 162 

Like one who, doom'd o'er distant seas 106 

Loud rings the pond'rous ram against the walls 279 

Love thee, dearest ? love thee ? 161 

March ! nor heed those arms that hold thee 157 

Mokanna sees the world is his no more 276 

My fates had destined me to rove 259 

Never mind how the pedagogue proses 8 

Night closed around the conqueror^s way 54 

Nights of music, nights of loving 135 

No life is like the mountaineer s 124 

No, not more welcome the fairy numbers 160 

Now nearly fled was sunset's light 187 

Oft, in the stilly night 93 

Oh ! Arranmore, lovod Arranmoro 222 
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Oh ! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade 18 

Oh, come to me when daylight sets 86 

Oh, days of youth and joy, long clouded \ . , . 93 

Oh, do not look so bright and blest 167 

Oh I doubt me not — the season 35 

Oh fair ! oh purest ! be thou the dove 256 

Oh ! had we some bright little isle of our own 34 

Oh, lost, for ever lost — no more 21 

Oh ! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 6 

Oh, the sight entrancing 91 

Oh ! think not my spirits are always as light 20 

O Thou ! who dry'st the mourner's tear 116 

Our first young love resembles 135 

Our hearts, my love, were form'd to be 251 

Our white sail caught the evening ray 149 

Poor broken flower ! what art can now recover thee 242 

Reason, and Folly, and Beauty, they say 182 

Rich and rare were the gems she wore 42 

Rose of the Desert I Uiou, whose blushing ray 144 

Sail on, sail on, thou fearless bark 88 

Say, did you not hear a voice of death ? 4 

Say, what shall be our sport to-day ? 237 

See you, beneath yon cloud so dark 103 

She sung of Love, while o'er her lyre 04 

Should those fond hopes e'er forsake thee 191 

Silence is in our festal halls 238 

Sing — sing — Music was given 08 

Slumber, oh slumber ; if sleeping thou mak'st 220 

So warmly we met and so fondly we parted 100 

Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea 138 

Spirit of Joy, thy altar lies 190 

Still when daylight o'er the wave 170 

Strike the gay harp ! see the moon is on high 66 

Sweet InnisfaJlen, fare thee well 96 

Sweet Moon ! if, like Crotona's sage 262 

That evening, (trusting that his soul 299 

The brilliant black eye ] 41 

The dance was o'er, yet still in dreams 178 

The darkness that hung upon Willumberg's walls 56 

The dawning of mom, the daylight's sinking 60 

The harp that once through Tara's halls 23 

The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone 49 

The more I 've viow'd this world, the more I 've found 243 

The time I 've lost in wooing 40 

The turf shall be my fragrant shrine 105 

The young May moon is beaming, love 177 

Then, fare thee well, my oiiSTi dear love 223 

Then first from Love, in Nature's bow'rs 212 

There 's a bower of roses by Bendemeor's stream 267 

There 's a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright 283 

There is a bleak Desert, where daylight grows weary 109 

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 1 

There's something strange, I know not what 211 

There stood —but one short league away 292 

There was a maid, of all who move 311 
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They both were hush'd, the voice, the chords 175 

They made her a grave, too cold and damp 16 

They may rail at this life — ^from the hour I began it 17S 

They met but once, in youth's sweet hour 158 

They tell me thou 'rt the favour'd guest « 170 

They told her that he to whose vows she had listened 120 

This life is all chequer'd with pleasures and woes 226 

Those evening bells ! those evening bells ! 168 

Thou art, O God, the life and light 198 

Thou bidst me sing the lay I sung to thee 159 

Though sacred the tie that our coimtry entwineth , \ 201 

Though sorrow long has worn my heart 258 

Through Erin's Isle 82 

'Tis believed that this Harp, which I wake now for thee 29 

Tis said — ^but whether true or not 131 

'T is the last rose of siunmer 28 

To Ladies' eyes around, boy 44 

To-morrow, comrade, we 128 

To sigh, yet feel no pain 233 

To those we love we've drank to night 180 

'T was in the summer time so sweet 10 

'Twas late — the sun had almost shone 248 

'T was midnight dark. . . 185 

Welcome, sweet bird, through the sunny air winging 200 

What life like that of the bard canbe 230 

What shall I sing thee? Shalll tell . . . .* 195 

When cold in Uie earth lies the friend thou hast loved 51 

When first I met thee, warm and young 209 

When freshly blows the northern gale 61 

When I have seen thy snow-white wing 14 

When Love was a child, and went idling round 95 

When Love, who niled as Admiral o'er 192 

When midst the gay I meet 153 

When o'er the silent seas alone 139 

When on the lip the sigh delays 123 

When through life unblest we rove 80 

When through the Piazzetta 143 

When to sad Music silent you listen 164 

When twilight dews are fsJling soft 221 

While gazing on the moon's light 133 

Whisp'rings, heard by wakeful maids 207 

Who comes so graoefUlly 89 

Who has not felt how sadly sweet 169 

Who has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere 288 

Who is the Maid my spirit seeks 107 

Whose are the gilded tents that crowd the way 268 

Wind thy horn, my hunter boy 31 

Wreath the bowl 216 

Yes, yes, when the bloom of Love's boyhood is o'er 153 

You remember Ellen, our hamlet's pride 36 

Young Love found a dial once, in a dark shade 148 

Young Love lived once in an humble shed 236 

Young Jessica sat all the day 284 

llifhnni Clap, PrmUr, BrtaA StrNfEiUT LonJoH. 
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